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Me Duke of Venice. 


Senators. 


Caſſio. his Lieutenant: General. We 


Emilia, Wife to Ingo. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
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Brabantio, a Magnifico, Fat, er :»Deldemonl 2 ; 
Gratiano, his Brother. 
Lodovico, their Kinſman. 
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Othello he Moor, Gener at of the Army i L 
Cyprus. _ 


Iago, Standard-bearer to the Moor ; a Villa 
Rodorigo, a fooliſh Gentleman, that folly 
ES 


the Moor in hopes to cuickold him. 


Montano, the Moor's Predeceor in ihe 05 j M 


vernment of Cyprus. Mt % 


Clown, Servant to the Moor. 1 
Officers, e Meſen gers, A mn A 


Herald. 
Ww O M E N. 


Deſdemona, Douglte toBr abantio, alia 7774 i! HK 
to the Moor. 
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Bianca, Caſſio's Wench. 
Al lendanls. 
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e SCENDB-1:: 
Euter Fago and Rodorigo. 


= bs; Never tell me, I take it 
17, ER [RY much unkindly, | 
1 r Foy, 'That thou who bak had my Purſe, 
WE E As if the Strings were thine, ſnould'ſt 
Z 3 = 1925, know of this. - 
mag. But you'll not hear me. 

i ever did dream of ſuch a matter, abhor me. 
od. Thou toldit me, thou didſt hold him in thy hate. 
as. Deſpiſe me if I do not: The great ones of the 
We perſonal ſuit to make me his Lieutenant, 

Wt capt to him; and by the Faith of Man, 

o my Price, I'm worth no worſe a Place. 

e as loving his awn Pride and Purpoſes, 

bY des them, with a bombaſt Circumſtance, _ | 
3 155 A 3 e Torribly 
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| Horribly fluſt with Fpithets of War; 


A Fellowalmoſt dama'd in a fair Wiſe, 


ore than a Spinſter, but the beokiſh Theorick, 
Wꝗerein the tongued Coniu!s can propoie 


Tis the Curie of Service; 


| ee Heir to the fir}, 


Many a dutecus and Knee orooking Knave, 


Wears out his Time mach like his Maſter's Aſe, 


6 O:tel' the Moor or Fe Nicb. 


And in concluſion, 

Non: ſuits my Mediators ; certes ; (lays ke) 1 
J have already choſe my Officer, aud Wiat was he! I 
Forſooth a great Arithmctician, E 
One Michael Cato, a Florentine, 


That never ſet a Squa* ron in the Field, 
Nor the Diviſion of a Battle knows, 


As maſterly as he: Mere Prattle without Practice 
Js all his Soidierthip - he bad the Election, 
And 1, Of whom his Eyes have ſeen the Proof, 
At R 215 at 2 "pr #5, and on other Grounds, 
Christian and Reathen, muſt be led and calm'd 
Ey Debi tor and Oreditor, this Counter-Caſter: 
ie in good time) muſt his Lieutenant be, 5 
Andi, Got blels the Marl! his Moorſhip's Antient. 4 
Red. By Heaven rather would have been his H 
3 1 

Lag. But there's no Remedy, 


Preferment goes by Leiter and Affection, e 
And not by old Gradation, whe each ſecond 


Now Sir, be Judge your ſelf, 
if i in any juft Term, am aſſign'd 
To love the Mocr ? 

Pod. I wou:d not foilow him then. 

Jag. O Sir, content you, 

f folow him to ſerve my turn upon him; 
wW e cannot all be Mafers, nor all Maſters 
Cannot be truly follow'd: You {tall mark 


J hat (doating on his on obſequious Bondage) 


For nought but Provender, and when he's old calhicÞ _ 
Whip me ſuch honeſt Knaves.— * 
Cthers there are, 

Whotrim'd in Forms and Viſages of Duty, 
Keep yet their Hearts attending on themſelves, WR 
And throw:ng but thews of Service on their Lord, 15 


, * | Othello he Moor of Venice. 7 
-. Kol thrive by them, 
23 L 8 d when they have lin'd their Coats, 
Po themſelves Homage. | 
3 keſe Folks have ſome Soul, 
ter if And ſuch a one do I profeſs my felt. 
E - I: is as ſure as you are Rodorign, 
Y Pere I the Moor, I would not be Tg: 
in nfo lowing him, I follow but my ſelf. 
| 1 Heaven is my Judge, not J. 
15 For Love and Duty, but ſeeming ſo, for my peculiar end; 
, 1 For when my outward Action dothde nonfirate 


The native Act and Figure of my Heart, 
In Compliment extern, tis not long after, 


n, 3 But I will wear my II eart upon my Sleeve, 
For Daws to peck at 
t am not what ! ſera, 
© Rod. What a full Fortune does chie thick Lips © owe, 
f I he can carry her thus? 
lag. Call up her Father, 1 
ment. uſe him, make after him, poiſon his Delight. 


15 f ein him in the Streets, incenſe her Kinimen 3 
Aud tho' he in a fertile Climate dwell, 

Plague him with Flies: tho' that his [oy be Joy, 

er throw ſuch Changes of Vexation on't, 

As it may loſe ſome Colour. 

Foa. Here is her F ather's Houſe, I'll call aloud. 

nag. Do with like timorous Accent, and dire vel, 

? a As when by Night and Negligence, the Fire 

1 ſpied in populous Cities. 

Rod. What ho, Brabantio, Seignior Brabantis, he? 

| Jag. Awake, what ho, Br ala: tio, ho 

Z Thieves, Thieves ! 

| Laboe your Houſe, your Daughter, and your 1 

T hieres, Thieves! Brabantio at a VWindoab. 

5 Bea. What is the reaſon of this terrible Summons ? 

What is the matter there? 

E 1 Nod. Seignior, is your Family within? 

„ag. Are all Doors lockt: 

bie ira. Why, wherefore aſk you this? | 

g. Sir you are robb'd, for ſhame put on your Gown; 
- Your Heart is burſt, you have loſt halt your Soul 
1 Even 1 now, even very. now, an old biack R Ram 
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Service, you think we are Ruffians: 


8 Othello, the Moor of Venice. 
Is tupping 1 your White Ewe; ariſe, ariſe, 
Awake the ſnorting Citizens with the Bell, 


Fra. What have you oft your Wits ? 


Rod. Moſt reverend Ceignior, doyou know my Voice? 


Pra. Not I, what are you? - 

Rod. My Name is Pcaborigo. 

Bra. The worſe welcome; 
1 have charg'd thee not to haunt about my Doors : 
in honeſt plainneſs thou haſt heard me ay 
5 


r 


iviy Daughter's not for thee; and now in Madneſs, 


Being full of Supper, and diſtemperirg Praughts, 


Upon malicious Bravery, doſt thou come 


Jo ſtart my quiet? 


Rod. Sir, Sir, Sir. 
Bra. But thou muſt needs be ſure 
547 Spirit and my Place have in their Power, 
Lo make this bitter to thee. 
Rod, Patience. ge od Sir. 
Fra. What tell'f: | thou me of Robbine ? This is Vente 
y Houle is no Grange. | 
Rod. Moſt grave Brabantio, 


In fimple and pure Soul I come to you. 


fag. Sir you are one of thoſe that will not ſerve 
Cod, if the Devil bid you. Pecanſe we come to do you 
You'll have your 
Daughter cover'd with a Baroary Horſe; you'll have 


your Nephews neigh to you; you'll have Oourſere ts; 
Couſins, and Gennets for Germans. 


Bra. What prophane Wietch art thou? 

Jar. I am one Sir, that comes to tell you, vour 
Daughter and the Moor are now making the Eeaft with 
two Backs. 

Bra. Thou art a Villain. 

Tag. You are a Senator. 

Bra. This thou ſhalr anſwer, know thee Poder! 90. 

Rod. Sir, I will aniwer any thing: Eut I beſeech) cd, 


If't be your Pleaſure, and moſt wiſe Content, 


As partly I find it is) that your fair es 
At this odd Ev en, and dell Watch o'th Night 
Tranſported with no worſe nor better Goats... 
But with 2 Krave of Hire, a C de. ir, 


(L lay, 


Or elſe the Devil will make a Grandſire of y ou: Arie, 


8 Pere 


Of! her 
If ſhe 
Let loo 


| For th 


Bra. 
Give m 
This At 


| belief 
Light! 


lar, 


| Itfeems 
Io be] 
Againft 
E (Howe) 
Cannot 
With {i 
Which 
| Anothe 
To leac 
Tho' I. 
1 Yet for 
I muſt 
Which 


Lead to 


| And th 
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3 Bra. 
: And w. 


| noup 
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you 
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Vour 
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Otbello, the Moor of Venice. 9 


2 0 the groſs Claſps of a lacivious Moat: . 
If this be known to you, and your Allowance, 


e then have done you bold and iaucy Wrongs. 


2 if you know not this, my Manners tell me, 


e have your wrong Rebuke; Do not believe 


That from the Senſe of all Civility, | 

I thus would play and trifle with your Reverence. 

Four Daughter (if you have not given her leave, 
1 ay again) hath made a groſs revolt, 


Tying her Duty, Beauty, Wit and Fortunes, 
To an extravagant and wheeVing Stranger, 
Of here, and every where: Straight ſatisfy your ſell; 3 
If ſhe be in her Chamber, or your Houſe, 
Let looſe on me the juſtice of the State, 
For thus deluding you. 
Bra. Strike on the Tinder, Ho: 


Give mea Taper, call up all the pole 


This Accident is not unlike my Dre. am, 


belief of it oppreſſes me e : 
| Light I fay, Light. 


Tas Farewel, for I muſt leave you ; ; 


It ſeems not meet, nor wholſome to my Place, | 
Jo be produc'd (as if I ſtay I ſhall) 

| Apainſt the Moor; for I do know the State 
(However this may gall him with ſome Check) 
Cannot with Safety caſt him: For he's imbark'd, 
With ſuch loud Reaſon, to the Cyprus Wars, 
Which even now ſtand in AR) that for their Souls, 
| Another of his Fathom, they have none 

Io lead their Buſineſs ; in which Regard, 

Tho' I do hate him as I do Hell's Pains, 

Let for Neceſſity of preſent Life, 


| muſt ſhew out a Flag, and Sign of Love, 


(Which is indeed butSign) that you may ſurely ind Mn, 


Lead to the Sagitary the raiſed Search, 


And there will I be with him. So far ewel. 


| Enter Brabantio in his Night-goxvn, aud Servants, 
_ with Torches, 

L Bro. It is too true an Evil, gone ſhe is, 

Ang what's to come of my de piied Time, 

noupht but bi:terneſs, Now Rodorigo, 

Fc didit thou ſee her? O unhappy Girl! 
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Are you faſt married; For be ſure of this, 


As doub'e as the Duke's : he will aivorce you, 


Vil give him Cable. 


to Otbello, the Moor of Venice. 
With the Moor, ſay'ſt thou? who would be a Father: —_ 
How didit thou know 'twas ſhe? O ſhe deceives me 1 V 
Paſt Thought wat ſaid ſhe to you ? get more Tapers... 8 11 
Raiſe all my Kindred. Are they married think you? "i Fr 


Rod. Truly I think they are. | Lo. M. 
Bra. O Heaven, how 2a ſhe out? O Treaſon t I 8 
my B:ood! But 
Fathers, from hence, truſt not your Daughters Mind, I's 


By what you ſee them ac: are there not Charms | p,, 
EN 


By which the Property of Youth and Maidhood For 
May be abus'd? have you tt read, Oey But 
Of ſome ſuch thing? Fl 
Nod. Yes Sir, I have indeed. ES 7 
Bra. Call up my Brothers. O would you had had her, s You 
Some one way, ſome another---do you know ] ; : 0 
Where we may apprehend her and the Moor? Ee My 
Nod. Tthink I can diſcover him, if you pieaſe hal 
To get good Guard, and go along with me. = z, 
Vie. Pray you lead on, at every Houſe I'll call, 1 0 
IJ may command at moſt: get Weapons ho, : ES The 
And raife ſome ſpecial Officers of Might ; EZ Wha 
On, good Rodorigo, Vil deſerve your Pains. [ErxentÞ C. 
Enter Othello, Tago. and Attendants with Torches. And 
Lago. Tho' in the Trade of War I have ſlain Men Even 
Yet do I hold it very Stuff o' th' Conſcience, 0. 
To do no contriv'd Murder; I lack Iniquity 8 
Sometimes to do me Service: nine cr ten times It is 
I thought to have jerk'd him! here, | Have 
Under the Ribs. his 
Orb, "Tis better as it is. And 
, , | Are 2 
And ſpoke ſuch ſcurvy and provoking Terms WPher 


Againſt your Honour, that with the little Godlineſs I has Tue! 
J did full hard forbear him: ut I pray Sir, = 


That the Magnitico 1 15 much beloved, | 
And hath in his Effect, a Voice potential, 


Or put upon you what Reſtraint, or Grievance, 
1he Law (with all his Might, to inzorce ic on) 


Otb. Let him do his Spite: 


a her, Þ 


ll, 


xeunt, 
ches. 


"X. Othello, the Moor of Venice. 
My Services which I have done the Seignory, 
* $þall out-tongue his Complaints. Tis yet to know, 
(Which when I know that Boaſting is an Honour, 

II ſhall promulgate) I fetch Life and Being 
Prom Men of Royal Siege; and my Demerits 
2 May fpeak unbonnetted to as proud a Fortune 

4s this that I have reach'd ; 
hut that I love the gentle De/demona, 
= I would not my unhouſed free Condition, 


ed 7 
* N 1 * 
* 


11 


for know, lago , 


Put into Circumſcription and Confine 

For the Seas Worth. 

But ok what Lights come yonder. FER 

| Enter Caſſio with Lights, Officers and Torches. 
log. Thoſe are the raiſed F ather and his F riends, 


F You were beſt go in. 


Oth. Not I, I muſt be tad 


= My Parts, my Tit'e, and my perfe& Soul, 


hall manifeſt me rightiy: is it they? 
. Lag. By Janus, T ti:ink no. | 
0:5. The Servants of the Duke, and my Lieutenant, 


The Goodneſs of the Night upon yOu (Friend: 95 
What is the News? 


Ca/. The Duke dees greet Youu (Genera)) 


And he requires your Halle, pot haſte Appearance, 


Men, Even on the Inſtant. 


0:5. What is the matter, think you ? 
Caf. Something from Cyprus, as I may divine, 


It is a Buſineſs of ſome Heat; the Galleys 

| Have fent a dozen ſequent Meſſengers 

| This very Night at one another's Heels : 

And many of the Conſuls rais d and met, 

Are at the Dulxe's a' ready; you have been hotly call'd for, 

When being not at your Lodging to be found, 

; 1 havin The Senate ſent above three leveral Queks 
Io ſearch you our. 


Och. Twas well Jam land by you, (you. 
Iwill but jpend a Word here in the Hou, and 9 o wich 
Caf. Antient, what makes he here? [ Oth. 
las. Fai th he to night hath boarded à 417 d CArrac; 
If it prove lawful Prize, he's male > for ev er. | 
Caf: 1 do not underſtand. 
as. He's married. 


Caſe 


12 Othello, the Moor of Venice. 


Cal. To whom? 
lag. Marry to- 


Come Captain, will you go? ? 
Enter Othello, 
Oth. Have with you. 
_ Caf. Here comes another Troop to ſeelk for you. 


Enter Brabantio, Rodorigo, and others with es and | 5 


Mea porn,. 
lag. It is Brabantio; General be advis'd, 
He comes to bad intent. 
Oth. Hollo, ſtand there. 
Nod. Sei gnior, it is the Moor. 


Bra. Down with mum Tief, [They dran. 


fag. You Rodorigo, come Sir, I am for you. 


Oth. Keep up your br ight Swords, for the Dew will Þ | : 


ruſt them; 
t7ood Seignior, you ſhall more command with Years 
Than with your Weapons. 
Bra. O thou foul Thief, where haſt — Now” d my 
Daughter? 
Damn'd as thou art, thou haſt inchanted her; 
Fer Fil refer me to all things of Senſe, 
{If ſhein Chains of Magick were not bound) 
Whether a Maid fo tender. fair, and happy, 
8 oppoſi! e to Marriage, that ſhe ſhun'd 
The wealthy cur-ed Dariings of our Nation, 
Would ever have (to incur a general Mock) 
Run from her Gardage to the ſooty Boſom 
Of ſuch a thing as thou, to fear not to deliglit? 
judge me the World it 'tis not groſs in Senſe, | 
That thou haſt practic'd on her with foul Charms, 
A ;bus'd her delicate Youth with Drugs or Minerals, 
hat weaken Motion: I'll hav't diiputcd on ; 
is probable and palpable to thinking; 
therefore apprehend and do at:ach thee, | 
For an abuſer of the World, a Practiſer 
Of Aris inhibited, and out of Warrant. 
Lay ncld pes him; if he do reſt, 
Saddue bim at his Peril. 
Orb. Led Kur Hands, 
Boch of mn ve ucliung and the cell; 
Were it my (ue to ght, I ſhoald have known :t 
Wihom Iomprcer "Yes will you I go = 7 
Os 0 


ä * 
o 77 th 
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To anſwer this your Charge ? 
Bea. To Priſon, till fit time 
$ of Law, and courſe of direct Seſſion 
Call thee to anſwer; ©: 
Orth. What if. I obey? 
and iow may the Duke be therewith mati bed, 
Whcſe Meſſengers are here about my hide, 
. * pon ſome preſent Buſineſs of the State, 
To bring me to him? 
: Oficer. 'I'rae, moſt worthy Seignior, 
Te Duke's in Council, and your noble ſelf 
b - Pam ſure is ſent for. 
Ba. How! the Duke in Council? 
will In this time of the Night? bring him away ; 
*XMinz's not an ide Cauſe. The Duke himſelf, 
s Or any of my Brothers of the State, 
Cannot but feel this Wrong, as 'twere their own. 
d my For it ſuch Actions may have Paſt lage free, 
|  Bondllaves and Pagans all our State/men be. 


T | [Exeunt. 
Duales and Senators, fet at a Table, with Lights, and 
3 Attendants 
Duale. There is no Compoſition in the News 
That gives them Credit. 
I Seng. Indeed they are diſproportioned ; 
Muy Letters ſay, a hundred and ſeven Gallies. 
Dua. And mine a hundred and forty. 
— 2 Jen. And mine two hundred : 
hut tho they jump not on a juſt account, 
Is in theſe Caſes, where they aim Reports, 
L | Tis oft with Difference) yet they all confirm 

A Turkio Fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus, 
Du. Nay, it is poſſible enough to judgment: 

: I do not fo ſecure me in the Error, 
But the main Article I do approve 
In fearful Senſe, 
b Sailor within, What ho, what ho, what ho ? 

WM Enter a Sailor. 
* Officer. A Meſſenger from the Galleys. 
Du. NOW — hat's the Buſinesßs ? 
E Saibr, The Turkih Preparation makes for Rades, 
6: 80 was I bid report here to the State. 


Du. 


— 


"7 Othello, the Moor of Venice. 13 


14 Othello, the Moor of Venice. 


Du. How ſay you by this change ? 
1. Sen., This cannot be by no allay of Reaſon. 
*Tis a Pageant, 
To keep us in falfe gaze: when we conſider | 
The Importaney of Ob us to the Turk, 
And let ourſelves again but rn%erſtand, 
That as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes, 
So may he with more fertile Queſtion bear it, 
For that it ſtands not in ſuch warlike Brace, 
But altogether lacks th' abilities | 
That Rhodes is dreſt in; if we make thought of this. 
We muſt not think the Tart is ſo unski! Iful, x 
To leave that lateſt which concerns him firſt ; ; 
Neglecling an Atlempt of caſe and gain, 
To wake, and wage a Danger profitleis. 
Du. Nay, in all Confidence, he's not for Rbed es, 
Ofic. Here is more News, | | 
Euter a ſecond Meſſenger. 

Mele The Ottomites, Reverend and Gracious, 
Steering with due Courſe toward the Iſle of Rhodes, 
Have there enjoin'd them with an after Fleet. 

1 Ser. Ay, fol thought; how many, as you guek: | 

Me. Of 30 Sail, and now they do reſtem 


Their back ward courſe, bearing with frank Appearance 
PP | 


Their Purpoſes towards Cyprus. Scignior Mentauo, 
Your truſty and moſt valiant Servitor, | 
With his free Puty recommends you thus, 
And prays you to believe him. 
Da. is certain then for Cyprus ; 
Marcus Luccicos is he not in Towy? 
1 Sena. He's now in Florence. 
Du. Write from us to him, poſt haſte diſpatch. 
1 Cena. Here comes Brabanti and the valiant Mor: 
Enter Brabantio, Othello, Roder go, Jago, Caſſio, a 
Officers. | 
Du. Valiant Othelhs, 


Againſt the general Enemy Olicman. 


I did rot ice you, welcome gentle, Seignior, . 


We lackt your Councel, and yeur Help tou 'ght. 
Bra. So did I yours, good your Grace pardon me: 


Neither my Place, nor ought I heard of Bufineſs w 


Hath rais'd me from my Bed, nor doth. the Gener: 1 
"Take 
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ZZTake hold of me; for m particular Grief 
Is of ſo floodgate and 0'cr-bearing nature, 


— 


XZ That it engluts and {walows other Sorrows, 

And yet is ſtill itſelf. 1 

Du. Why what's the matter? 

Bra. My Daughter, O my Daughter! 

den. Dead! | | | 

Lea. Ay to me: RIA 

phe is abus'd, fto!n from me and corrupted, 

2 By Spells and Medicines bought of Mountebanks : 

Poor Nature fo prepoſterouſly to err, 

© (Being not deficient, blind, or lame of Senſe) 

Sans Witchcraft could note „ pe 

Da. Whoe'er he be, that in this foul proceeding 

Hath thus beguil'd your Daughter of herſelf, 

And you of her, the Bloody Book of Law 

= You ſhall yourſelf read in the bitter Letter, 

|: After your own ſenſe: tho' our proper Son 

„ Stood in your Action. 

Bra. Humbly I thank your Grace; . 

Ty re is the Man, this Moor, whom now it ſeems 

Sf Pour ſpecial Mandate, for the State Affairs, 

Hlath hither brought. ä 

All. We are very ſorry for't. . 

Da. What in your own part can you ſay to this ? 

Bra. Nothing but this is fo. : 
Ot. Moſt potent, grave and reverend Seigniors, 

My very noble and approved good Maſters : 

That I have ta'en away this old Man's Daughter, 
It is moſt true: true, I have married her; 

\ | The very head and front of my offending, _ | 

Voc. Path this extent no more. Rude am I in my Speech, 

„% And little bleſt with the ſoft phraſe of Peace; | 

For ſince theſe Arms of mine had ſeven years pith, 

Till now fome nine Moons waſted, they have us'd 

Their deareſt action in the tented Field; e 

And little of this great World can I ſpeak, 

More than pertains to feats of Broils, and Battail. 

And therefore little ſhall I grace my Cauſe, | 

In ſpea king of myſelf; yet by your patience, 
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Of my whole courſe of Love, what Drugs, what Charms, 
What Conjuration, and what mighty Magick, 
(For ſuch proceeding am I charg'd witha]) 
T won his Daughter with. 
Bra. A Maiden never bold, 
Of ſpirit ſo ſtill and quiet, that her motion 
 Bluſht at it ſelf ; and ſhe in ſpite of Nature, 
Of Years, of Country, Credit, every thing, 
To fall in love with what ſhe fear'd to look on 
It is a Judgment maim'd, and moſt imperfect, 
That will confeſs, Perfection ſo could err | 
Againſt all Rules of Nature, and maſt be driven 
To find out practices of cunning Hell, 7 
Why this ſhould be. I therefore vouch again, | 
That-with ſome Mixtures powerful o'er the Blood, 
Or with ſome Dram conjur'd to this effect, 
He wrought upon her. 
Du. To vouch this is no proof, 
Without more certain and more over teſt, 
Than theſe thin habits, and poor likelipcods 
Of modern ſeeming do prefer againſt him, 
1 Sen. But Ozhello ſpeak, 
Did you by indirect and forced courſes, 
Subdue and poifon this young : Med” saffeclions ? 
Or came it by requeſt, and ſuch fair queſtion, 
As Soul to Soul affordeth ? | 
Oth. | beteech you, 
Send for the Lady to the S azittars, 
And let her ſpeak of me before her Faller; 
If you do find me ſoul in her report, 
The 1 ruſt, the Office I do hold of you, 
Not only take away, but let your Sentence 
Even fall upon my Life. | | 
Du. Fetch Deſdemona hither. [Exit Jago. 
Och. Antient, conduct them, you k nYð belt the Place z 
And till ſhe come, as truly as to Heaven 
J do confeſs the Vices of my Blood, 
So juſtly to your grave Ears I'll preſent, 
How I did thrive in this fair N s Love, 
And ſhe in mine 
Du. Say it, O. 22 
O15. Len Father lov'd me, ot invited me, 
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Still queſtion'd me the Story of my Lite, 
Prom Year to Year, the Battles, Sieges, Fortunes 
That I have paſt, 
I! ran it thro' even from my boyiſh Days 
To th' very Moment that he bad me tell it 
2 Whetein I ſpake of moſt difaſtrous Chances, 
Of moving Accidents, by Flood and Field; 
Of hair breadth Scapes i'th' imminent deadly Bread 3 
Olk being taken by the inſolent Foe, 
And fold to Slavery; of my Redemption thence, 
And Portance in my Travels Hiſtory; 
Wherein of Antars vaſt, and Deſarts wild, 
EKough Quarries, Rocks and Hills, vw hoſe Heads touch 
* Heaven, 5 5 
It was my Hint to ſpeaks, ſuch was the Proceſs: 
And of the Cannibal, that each other cat ; 1 
The Anthroophagi, and Men whoſe Heads N | 5 
Do grow beneath their Shoulders; theſe to hear, 
Would De/demona ſeriouſly inchne, 
Dut ſtill the Houſe Affairs would draw her thence, 
- Which ever as ſhe would with haſte diſpatch, Do 
Shed come again, and with a greedy Ear 2 3 
Devour up my Diſcourſe. Which I obſerving, 
| To:k once a plant Hour, and found good means 
Io draw from her a Prayer of earneſt Heart, 
That I would all my Pilgrimage dilate, 
E VWhereof by Parcels ſhe had ſomething heard, 
But not dit inctively. I did content, 
And often did beguile her of her Tears, 
| When J did ſpeak of ſome diſtreſsful Stroke, 
Phat my Youth ſuffered. My Story being done, 
die gave me {or my Pains a World of Sighs ; 
She ſwore in faith 'twas ſtrange, *twas paſſing ſtrange ; 
| I'was pitiful, twas wondrous pitiſul . 
She withe ſhe had not heard it yet ſhe wiſht 
That Heaven had made her ſuch aMan---ſhe thanked me 
und bad me if I had a Friend that loved her, | 
I ſhould but teach him how tell my Story. 
And that would woe her. On this heat T jpake : 
She lov'd me for the Dangers I had paſt, 
nd | lov'd her that ſhe did pity them; 
. his ouly is the Witchcraft I have us'd: 
. | 
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Here comes the Lady, 
Let her witneſs it. Wy 
Enter Deſdemona, Tago, and the ref?; E. 

Du. I think this Tale would win my Daughter too;. 7 
Good Brabantio, take up this mangled matter at the ct V 
Men to their broken Weapons rather uſe, 1 
Than their bare Hands. 8 

Bra. I prayvou hear her ſpeac. 
If ſhe confeſs that ſhe was half the Wooer, 


2 ĩͤ K e pd ee Ee 
Hen EE LOS 
© 
— 


Deſtruction on my Head, if my bad Blame . . 
Light on the Man. Come hither, gentle Miſtreſs; | Be 
Do you perceive in all this noble Company, | Bu 
Where you moſ ewe Obedience? | 1 
De/. Noble Father, | 15 

I do perceive here a divided Duty; LS . 
To you Fam bound for Life and Education; ES for 
My Life and Educaticu both do learn me kn 
How to reſpect you, you are the Lord of Duty, mo 
Jam hitherto your Daughter, But here's myLiubaut Ali. 
And ſo much Duty as my Mother ſhewed ES You 
To you, preferring you before her Father, vou 
So much I challenge, that I may proſeſs tero 
Due to the Moor my Lore. 110 
Bra. God be with you, I ha' done: Hat 
Pleaſe it your Grace, on to the State Affairs, My 

I had rather to adopt a Child than get it; Ar 
Come hither Moor; | I fi 
I here do give thee that with all my Heart, This 
Which, but thou haſt already, with my Heart Mol 
I would keep from thee. For your ſake, Jewel, Tcr: 

I am glad at Soul, I have no other Child; Due 
For thy Eſcape would teach my Tyranny, Wit! 
To hang Clogs on em. I have done my Lord. As 


Du. Let me ſpeak like your ſelf, and lay a Semen, - D 
Which like a Griſe or Step may help theſe Lovers! 
Into your Favour = 5 0. 

When Remedies are paſt, the Griefs are ended. D 
By ſeeing the worſt, which late on Hopes depended. ] To x 
To mourn a Miſchief that is paſt and gon, 5 

Is the next way to draw new Miſchief on: 

What cannot be preſerv'd when Fortune takes, 

Patience her Injury a Mockery makes, 


Othello, the Moor of Venice. ; I9 | 


Z Therobb'd that ſmiles, Reals ſomething from the Thief; 
le robs himſelf that ſpends a bootleis Grief. 
0;- Pra. So let the Turks of Cyprus us beguile, 


We loſe it not ſo long as we can {mile ; 
He bears the Sentence well that nothing bears, 
But the free Comfort, which thence he hears - 
But he bears both the Sentence, and the Sorrow, 
That to pray Grief, muſt of poor Patience borrow, 
Theſe Sentences to Sugar, or to Gail, 
Being ſtrong on both ſides, are equivceal : 
But Words are Words, I never yet did hear, 
That the bruis'd Heart was pierced thro' the Ear. 
I 1 humbly beſeech you proceed to the Affairs of the State. 
Da. The Turk with a moſt mighty Preparation makes 
for Cyprus: Othello, the Fortitude of the Place is beſt 
known to you; and tho' we have there a Subſtitute of 
moſt allowed Sufficiency, yet Opinion, a molt ſovereign 
band, Aliſtreſs of Effects, throws a more ſafe Voice on you: 
N You muſt thereſore be content to {lubber the Gloſs of 
your new Fortunes, with this more ſtubborn and boiſ- 
terous Expedition, 2 „„ 
Ob. The Tyrant Cuſtom, moſt grave Senators, 
Hath made the flinty and ſteel Conch of War, 
My thrice-driven Bed of Down: I do agnize, 
A natural and prompt Alacrity 5 8 
I find in Hardneſs, and do undertake 
This preſent War againſt the Oztomites. 
Moſt humbly therefore, bending to your State, ; 
I crave fit Diſpoſition for my Wiſe, 
Doe Reverence of Flace and Exhibition, 
With ſuch Accommadation and Beſort, 
| As levels with her Breeding. 
enten Du. Why at her Father's. 
ers Bra. Þ will not have it fo. 
o N 1 5 
| Def. Nor would J there reſide, 
To put my Father in impatient Thoughts 
By being in his Eye. Moſt gracious Duke, 
Jo my unfolding lend your gracious Ear, 
And let me ſind a Charter in your Voice, 
T' alliſt my Simpleneſss— 
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Du. What would you Deſdemona ? 
Def. That I did love the Moor to live with him, 
My down. right Viclence, and Storm of Fortunes 
May trumpet to the World: my Heart's ſubdued, 
Even to the very Quality of my Lord: 


I ſaw Orhelles Viſage in his Mind, 


And to his Honours and his valiant Parts 
Did I My Soul and Fortunes conſecrate. 
So that, dear Lords, if I be left behind 
A Moth of Peace, and he go to the War, 
The Rites for which I love him, are bereft me, 
And I a heavy Interim ſhall ſupport 
By his dear Abſence; let me go with him, 
Oth. Your Voice, Lords: beſecch you let her Wi. 
Have a free way. I therefore beg it not pe 
To pleaſe the Palate of my Appetite, 
Nor to comply with Heat, the young affects 
In my defun& and proper Satisfaction, 
But to be free and bounteous to her Mind: — 
And Heaven defend your good Souls, that you think 
1 will your ſerious and great Buſineis ſcant, 
When ſhe was with me;---no, when light-wing'd Toys 
Of feather'd Cupid foil with wanton Dulneſs, 
My ſpeculative and offic'd Inſtruments, _ 
That my Diſports corrupt and taint my Buſineſs, 
Let Huiwives make a Skellet of my Helm; 
And all indign and baſe Adverſaries | 
NMake Head againſt my Eſtimation. 
Du. Be it as you ſhall privately determine, 
Or for her ſtay or going; the Affair cries Haſte ; 
And ſpeed muſt aniwer, you muſt hence to Night: 
Def. To Night, my Loid, to: Night ? 
Otb. With all my Heart, | 5 
Du. At Nine i'th' Morning here we'll meet a8. 
Othello, leave fome Officer behind, 
And he ſhall our Commiſſion bring to you, 
And ſuch things elſe of Quality and Reſpect 
As doth import you. = 
Oth. Pleaſe your Grace, my Antient, 
(A Man he is of Honelly and Truſt) 
To his Conveyance I athgn my Wite, 
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ke what elſe needſul your good Grace ſhall think 
ro be ſent after me. 


Da. Let it be ſo. 

(300d night to every one ; and noble Saen, 
If Virtue no delighted Beauty lack, 
Your Son in-Law, is far more fair than black. 

Sen. Adieu brave Moor, aſe Deſdemoma well. 

Bra. Look to her Moor, if thou haſt Eyes to 47 
She has deceiv'd her Father and may thee. Ex, 

Oth. My Lite my her Faith. Honeſt lage, 

My Deſdemona muſt I leave to thee; 

1 prithee let thy Wife attend on her, 

And bring her after in the beſt Advantage, 
Come Deſdemona, I have but an Hour 

Of Love, of wordly Matter and Direction, 

lo ſpeak with thee: we muit obey the Time. 

Rod. Jago. [ Excunt Moor and Da, 

lag. What ſayſt thou noble Heart? 

Nod. What will I do, think'ſt thou? 

Jag. Why go to Bed and ſleep. 

Red. I will incoatinently drown myſelf. 

Tag. If thou doſt, I ſhall never love tlice after. 
W ny thou ſilly Gentleman. 

Rod. It 1s ſillineſs to live, when to live; i8 a Fe 
and then have we a. Preſcription to die, when Death is 
our Phyſician. 

lag. O villainous, 1 ha Jouk'd upon the World for 
ur! times ſeyen Years, and fince I could diſtinguiſh 


|  buwcen a Benefit and an Injury, I never found a Man 
that knew how to love himleif; ere I would fay I 
| would drown myſelf for the love of a Ginny Hen, I 
. wou'd change my Humanity with a Baboon. 


Rod, What ſhould I do? I confeſs it is my Shame to 


be to fond, but it is not in my Virtue to amend it. 


lag. Virtue, a fig, tis in ourſelves, that we are 


chus, or thus; our Bodies are our Gardens, to the which 
our Wills are Gardeners, So that if we will plant Net- 


Iles, or fuw Lettices, tet Hy ſſop, and weed up Thyme : 
apply it with one Gender ot Herbs or diſtract it with 


ay; either have it ſterile with Idleneſs or manur'd 


pou e why the Power, and corrigible Authode | 
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had not one Scale of Reaſon to poiſe another of Sen. 


it Was a violent Commencement in wy, and thou Nr 


Wills. ——— FU thy Purie with Money. ine Fog? 


the Errors of ter Choice 
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of this, lies in our Will. If the Ballance of our Lives 


ſuality, the Blood and Baſeneſs of our Natures would 


conduct us to . moſt prepoſterous Concluſions. But we erf 
have reaſon to cool our raging Motions, our carial "his 
Stings, our unbitted Luſts; whereof J take this that vou 8 7 
call Love, to be a Sect, or Syon.  W/ 

Rod. It cannot be. | | ; © | R 

Tag. It is merely a Luſt of. the Blood, and a Pe-. ; I, 
miſſion of the Will: Come, be a Man; drown thy Þ ; R; 
ſelf? drown Cats and blind Puppies: I have profeſt me Ia 


thy Friend, and I conſeſs me knit to thy deſerving with F 3 R 
Cables of perdurable Toughneſs; Il cou'd never Petter 7 
ſteed thee than now. Put Money in thy Puric ; tolles . 
thou theſe Wars, defeat thy Favour with an vfury' 
Beard; I ſav, put Money in thy Purie. It cannot be 
that Deſdemnia jhould long continue her Love to he 
voor — put Money in thy Purſe — nor he his to he! 
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ſee an anſwerable Sequeſtratiot but put Money ie 
thy Pure. — TROY Moors are changeable in then 


that to him now is as luſcious as Locuſts, ſhal! ici; 
be as bitter as Coloquin-ida: She mult change fo A doub 
Yeuth ; when ſhe is jated with his Body, ſhe wiii f After ſc 
Therefore pn Los That he 


in thy Purſe If thou wilt aces damn thy felt, cc He hat] 
it a more delica · way than drowning. Make alle] To be { 
Money thou canit. If Sanctimony, and a ira! You The Mc 
betwixt an erring Barlarian, and a ſuperſub tile Tibia, That th. 
be not too hard for my Wits, and ali tae Ire of And wil 
Hell, thou ſhalt enioy her; therefore make Monty T have't 


A pox of erow ning thy ſelf, *ris cican out of 1 Muſt br; 
way ; ſeek thou rather to be hang'd in compainzt 
thy Jo, than to be e and go without ner 

£50] Wilt thou be faſt to m y Hopes, if 1 dep dend A. 
the 1ſſue ? 5 

lag. I hou art fure of me — go, make Mor CY — Euter My 
I have told thee often, and 1 retell thee again, and again 
J hate the Moor. My Caule is hearted, thine has 1 N 
leſs Reaſon, Let us be conjunQtive in our Revenge! 
gainſt him. out thou canſt cuckold him, thou dot ty 
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M a Pleaſure, me a Sport. 
Poe Womb of Time, which will be delivered. 
3 go, provide thy Money, we will have more of 
Whis to-morrow, adieu. 
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But for my Sport and Profit : 


lag. No more ef drown' Ag, 
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There are many Events in 
Tra- 


Pod. Where ſhall we meet i'th' Morning ? 

lag. At my Lodging. 

Rod. I'll be with thee betimes. 

lag. Go to, farewel : do you hear Rodori 420? 

Rod. What ſay yeu ? 

do you hear ? 

Red. J am chang'd, Pl go ſeil all my Land. [Ex. Rod. 
lag. Thus do I ever make my Fool my Pure. 


For I mine own gain'd Knowledge ſhould profane, 


I ſhould Time expend with ſuch a Swain, 
] hate the Meor, 


And it is thought abroad, that twixt my Sheets 


II 


as done my Office; 1 know not if't be true 


But I, for meer Suſpicion in that kind, 


Will do, as if for Surety : 


he holds me Wel! 


| The better ſhall my Purpoſe work on him. 

Caſio” s a proper Man, let me ſee now, 

Jo get this Place, and to plume up my Will, 

A double Knavery ——how, how, — let's ſee— 
After ſome time, to abuſe Othello's E „ 


"That he is too familiar with his Wife 


He hath a Perſon, and a Yoorh Ditpole 
Jo be ſuſpected, fram'd to make Women falſe. 
The Moor is of a free and open 1 Nature, 


„ That thinks Men honeſt, 


that but ſeem to be 10 


And will as tenderly be led by the Noſe as Aſics are 


I have't — it is ingender'd= 
5 4 "ſy bring this monſtrous Birth to the World”; Light. 


9 Ys iff I Gez. Nothing at all, it is as high- wrought Flood, 


Heil and N ight 


fExit, 
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1 Montano, Governor of % 'yprus, With tuo other 
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Gentlemen. 


HA T from the Cape can you diſcern 
at Sea? 


IJ can- 


r 
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It is impoſſible to bear it out. 


I cannot 'twixt the Heavens in the Main 
Deſcry a Sail. 


A fuller Blaſt ne'er ſhook our Battlements: 


If it hath ruffian'd ſo vpon the Sea, 


What Ribs of Oak, when the huge Mountains m-!: 

Can hold the Morties? What ſhall we hear of thi, 
2 Gent. A Segregation of the Turkiſh Fleet: 

For do but ſtand upon the foaming Shore, 

The chiding Billows ſeem to pelt the Clouds; 


The Wind-ſhak'd Surge, with high and monſtrous A 
Seems to caſt Water on the burning Bear, _ t 


And quench the Guards of th'ever fired Pole. 
I never did like Moleſtration view 
On the enchafed Flood. 
Mon. If that the Turki Fleet 1 
Be not inſnelter'd, and embayed, they are drow: 


| F Mer A third Gertleman. 


Gen. News, Lords, our Wars .are done : 
The deſperate Lempeſt hath ſo bang'd the 77 
That their Deſgnment haults. | 
Another Ship of Fenice 8 
Hath ſeen a grievous Wrack and Sufferance 
On molt parc of their Fleet. 
Aon. tlow, is this true? 
3 Gen. The Ship is hete put in: 
A Veronelio, Miche Clio, 
Lieutenant to the warlike Moor O-Hellg, 
Is come on ſnore ;, the Noor himſelf at Sea, 
And is in ſull Commiſiion here for Cypras. 
Nou. I am glad on't, 'ts a warthy Governor 


Gent. Bat this fame Caro thy he ſpeal of Come 


Touching the e Loſs, yet he looks ſadly. 
And pravs the Moor be ſaſe, for they were paris 
With foul and violent Lempelt. | 

Mon. Pray Heavens he be: 
For I have {erv'd him, and the Man commands 


Like a tail Sodier; Let's to the Sea-fide, 


As weil to fre the Veſlel that's come in. 
As to throw oat our Eyes for brave Othello, 
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b7. Even till we make the Main and th Aerial Blue 
= 4 n indittint re gard. 
1 3 Gent. Come let's do ſo, 
9 For every Minute 1s Expectancy 

I f more Arrivance, 

5 Enter Caſt 
* Ca/. Thanks to the Valiant of this warlike lite, 
That ſo approve the Moor: O let the Heavens 

Give him Defence againſt the Elements, 

For 1 have loft him on a d:ngerous Sta. 
5 1. Is he well thipt ? 
Ca,. His Bark is floutly timber'd, and his Pilot 
Ol very expert and approv 'd Allowance; 
Therefore my Hopes (not ſurfeited to Beatliy 
Stand in hold Cure. 

Enter a ITefſcenoer, 

Me. & Sail, a ſail, a fail. 

Caf, What Nome ? 

Cent, The Town is empty, on the Pray o'th' Sea 
Stand Ranks of People, and they cry a Sail, 
C. My Hopes do ſhape him for the at a 

A bot 
| They do diſchar arge their Shot of Court tory 


Our 1 riends at leaſt. 


(/. I pray you, Sir, go forth, 


An give us truth, who tis that is arriv'd. 
2 Gent; f hall. | [Fit 
{4 Lat good Lieutenant, is your General wiv'd ? 
Cre: Nes e he hath atchiev'd a laid, 
That prag ns Deſcription and wild Fame: 
Ons ORE 0 ls the A ir Ks of blazoning Pens; 
Aud in the ettential Veiture of Crcaticu, 


Does bog ul Excellen _ — 
| Enter & Gentiemmn 

| How now, who has put in:? 
Ea 11 15 ene Zago, Antient to the Genere! 
He has ha mot favourable and Th ppy Speed: 
Jempeits . 1entelves, high Seas, and nowiing Windes 
The gutter' Rocks, and con e ed 8 Sands, 
Traiter; entieep'd, to clog the guiltleſs h. ee!) 
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A ſennight's ipeed - 
And ſwell his Sail with thine own powerful Breath, 


2 Parted our Fellowſhip. 
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Their common Natures, letting ſafe go by 


The divine Deſdemona. 
Mon. What is ſhe ? 


Cay. She that I ſpeak of, our great Captain's Cap 1 


Left in the Conduct of the bold Jago, 
Whoſe footing here anticipates our Thoughts 


Great Fove, Othello guard, 


That he may bleſs this Bay with his tall Ship, 
And ſwiftly come to De/demona's Arms, 
Give renew'd Fire 


Jo our extinguiſh'd Spirits; 


And bring all Cyprus Comfort. - 
_ [Enter Deſdemona, Iago, Emil a, Ld Rodonyp, 
O behold ! 


The Riches of the Ships is come on ſhore. 


Ye Men of Cyprus, let us have your Knees: _ 
Hail to thee Lady : and the Grace of Heaven, 
Before, behind thee, and on every hand 
Enwheel thee round. 
De/. I thank you, valiant Caſio, 
What Tidings can you tell me of my Lord? 
Caf. He it not yet arrived, nor know I ought, 


But that he's well, and will be ſhortly here. 


De. O but ] fear how loſt you Company? 
"Cai The great Contention of the Sea and Skies 
But hark! a Sail“! 

[Within] A Sail! a Sail! 

Gen. They give this Greeting to the Citadel: 

This likewiſe is a Friend. | 
Caf, See for the News : 
Good Antient, you are welcome. 
Let it not ga: your Patience, good Tags, | | 
That I extend my Manners. "Tis my Breeding 
. 5 giyes me this bold ſnew of Courteſy. 
Sir, would ſhe give you ſo much of her Lips, 


M8 2s þ her Tongue ſhe oft beitows on me, 


You'd have enough. 
%. Alas! ſhe has no Speech, 
ag. In faith, too much; 


I nud dit ſtill, for when I ha' leave to lep; 5 


Marry, belote your. N I grant, 


And 
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8 2 puts her Tongue a little in her Heart, 
And chides with Thinking. | 
Eu. You have little Cauſe to ſay ſo. 
Jag. Come on, come on; you're Pictures out of 
Doors, | „ 
| Bells in your Parlors, wild Cats in your Kitchins, 
i * Saints in your Injuries, Devils being offended, 
„ Players in your Houle-wifery, and Houſe-wifes in your 
De, O fy upon thee; Slanderer. [ Beds. 
lag. Nay, it is true, or elſe J am a Turk ; Ms 
You riſe to play, and go to Bed to work. 
Im. You ſhall not write my Praiſe, 
Jag. No, let me not. 5 
De. Wat wouldit thou write of me, 
If thou ſhonldRt praiſe me? | 
Luar. O gentle Lady, do not put me to't, 
| For] am nothing, if not critical. 
De /. Come, one aſſay — there's one gone to the Har- 
lag. Ay, Madam. | Tour 
D/. am not merry. but I do beguile e 
The Thing I am, by ſeeming otherwiſe : 
Come, how wouldſt thou praiſe me ? | 
ag. | am about it; but indeed iny Invention comes 
573 from my Pate, as Birdlime does from Freeze, it plucks 
es out Brains and all. But my Muſe labours, and thus ihe 
deliverd e! 5 
IH.ſhe be fair and aviſe, Fairneſs and Wit; 
The one's for uſe, the other uſeth it. 
Def. Well prais'd : how if ſhe be black and witty ? 
| lag If ſhe be black, and thereto have a Wit; 
- trek, e / find a White that fhall her Blackneſs fit, 
De. Worſe and worſe. 5 
_ En. How if fair and fooliſh ? 
| lag. She newer yet avas foolihh, that was fair, 
Lips || Fir even her Folly helpt her to an Heir, 5 
De. Theſe are old fond Paradoxes, to make Fools 
| knob Ph Alehouſe. What miſerable Praiſe haſt thou 
| tor her that's for! and fooliſh ? | 
lag. There's none ſo foul, and fooliſh thereunto, 
But dbes foul Pranks, which fair and wife ones do, 
D, O heavy Ignorance! thou praiſeſt the worſt beſt, 
ge But what Praiſe couldſt thou bellow en a deſerving Wo- 
I B 2 | man 
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man indeed? one, that in the Authority of her Merit, dd 


Juſt put on the Vouch of very Malice it ſelf. 
lag. She that was ever fair, and never proud, 
Had Tongue at Mill, and yet aas never loud, 
Newer lackt Gold, and never yet avent gay, 

Lied from her Wiſh, and yet ſaid, now I may: 
She that when anger'd, her Revenge being nigh, 
Bade her Wrong ſi ay, init her D:/; lea ſure fi : 

ve that in Wiſdom never was ſo frat, 
To change the Cod's head for the Salmon“ s-Tatl : 
| She that could think, and ne er diſcloſe her Mind, 
See Suitors following, and not look behind; 
She wwas a Wight, if ever ſuch Might awere ) 
Def: To do what? | Eg 
Jag. 7% ſuckle Fools, and chronicle ſmall 3 
De. O moſt lame and impotent Concluſion ! 


Do not learn of him, Emilia, tho he be thy HucbandÞ 
How ſay you Caſſio, is he not a moſt profane and liberaÞ 
_ Counſellor ? 
Caf. He ſpeals. home, Madam, you may reliſh bk 


more inthe Soldier than the Scholar. 


Kid 


again, you are moſt apt to play the Sir in. 


yet again your Fingers to zour Lips? Would the 


were Cliſter- pies for your ſaxe—ñ Trumpets a. 10 


The Moor, I know his Trumpet. 
Caf. "Vis truly 19. | 
De. Let's meet him and receive him. 
Caf. Lo, where he comes, 
Enter Othello pe Attendants, 
Oth. O my fair Warrior 
De/. My dear Otvellh. 
Oth. It gives me wonder, great as my Content, 
To lee you here before me. My Soui's Joy, 
Af after every T empeſt come ſuch Calns, 


ſag. Afide.] He takes her by the palm: Ay, wel 
| whifper— with as little a Web as this, willlÞ 

enſnare as great a Fly as Caffe, Ay, ſmile upon be,, 
80 — ] will catch thee in thine own Courtſhip. Yoſ ® 
ſay true, tis ſo indeed. — If ſuch Tricks as thee 3 
{trip you out of your Lieutenancy, it had been bete B 
you had not kiſs'd your three Fingers fo oft, 45 hich not 1 

ery goſh 


well kiſt and excellent Courte)— tis fs indevds E l 
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F Othello, the Moor of Venice. 29 
| 4 lay the Winds blow till they have waken'd Death, 
Ind let the labouring Park climb Hills of Seas, 
2O!1mpzs high, and duck again a5 low 
1, As Hell's trom Heaven; if 1 were now to die, 
were now to be molt happy, for I fear 
- *A\y Soul hath her Content to abſolute, 
hat not another Comfort like to this 
© "Succeeds in unknown Fate. pn 
2 Def. The Heavens forbid, 
hut that our Loves ard Comforts ſhould increaſe, 
1 *Even as our Days do grow. | 
41, | 2 Oth, Amen to that, iweet Powers: 
I cannot ſpeak enough of this Content, 
I It ſtops me here, it is too much of Joy: 
And this, and this, the greateſt Diſcord be, [ King ber. 
That e'er our Hearts ſhould make. 
Ius. O, you are well-tun'd now, | 
band] But I'll let down the Peg that makes this Muſick, 
liben! As honeſt as I am, . [Ade 
Ot. Come, let's to the Caſtle: 5 
h hin Now Friends, our Wars are done, the / are drown'd. 
How to our old Acquaintance of this Ifle ? 7 
„we Honey, you all be well deſir'd in Cyprrs ; 
will I have found great Love amongſt them: O my Sweet, 
on ben I pratile out of Faſhion, and I dote 8 0 
vo In mine own Comforts : prithee, good Jago, 
; thee Co to the Bay, and diſembark my Coffers ; 
pet! Bring thou the Maſter to the Citadel 
ch na Ile is a good one, and his Worthineſs | 
y goof Does challenge much Reſpect. Come De/Uemona, 
gecd- Once more well met at Cyprus,” :  [Exennt, 
14 theſÞk Lag. Do you meet me preſently at the Harbour: come 
avi) hither, if thou beeſt valiant ; as they ſay, baſe Men be- 
ing in Love, have then a Nobility in their Natures, . 
more than is native to then — lit me, the Lieutenant 
to Night watches on the Court of Guard: firſt I muft 
tell thee this, Dejdcmma is directly in love with him. 
Nod. With him! why 'tis not impoſſible. 
. . Lay thy Fingers thus, and let thy Soul be in- 
ſtrucled: mark me with what Violence ſhe firſt lov'd 
i the Moor, but tor bragging, and teiling her fancaitical- 
Les; and will ſhe love him ſtill for prating? let not 


thy 
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thy diſcreet Heart think it. 


Command Þ'll lay it upon you. 
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Her Eye muſt be fed, and 
what Delight ſhall ſhe have to look on the Devil? When 


the Blood is made dull with the Act of Sport, there | 
ſhould be a Game to enflame it, and to give vey a | 


freſh Appetite, Lovelineſs in Favour, Sympathy 


Years, Manners, and Beauties ; all which the Moor is | 


defectivye in: now for want of theſe requir'd Converi. 
ences, her delicate Tenderneſs will find it ſelf abs 


begin to heave the Gorge, diſreliſh and ablior ihe | 
Moor; very Nature will inſtruct her in it, and compel ; 
her to ſome ſecond Choice. Now Sir, this granted, (a; Þ 


ic is a moſt pregnant and unforc'd Poſition) who nan, 


ſo eminent in the Degree of this Fortune, as Co; 


does? a Knave very voluble, no farther conſcionable 
than in putting on the mere Form of civil and hun 
Seeming, for the better compaſling of his falt and nut 


hidden looſe Aﬀections : A ſlippery and ſubtle Knave, a 


finder of occaſions ; that has an Eye, can fiamp and 
counterfeit Advantages, tho true Advaniage never pre- 
ſent it ſelf: A devilih Knave ! Beſides, the Knave i; 
handſome, young, and hath all thoſe Requiſites in him 
that Folly and green Minds look after. A peſtilent com- 


pleat Knave, and the Woman hath found him already, 


Red, cannot believe that of her, the's full of moſt 


bleſt Condition. 


lag. Bleſt, figs- end; the Wine he drinks i is made of 


Grapes : if ſhe had been bleſt, ſhe would never have 


lov'd the Moor: Bleſt Pudding! Did& thou not fee her 
Taddle with the Palm of his Hand;? didſt not mark chat! 
Rod. Yes, but that was but Courteſy. 
lag, Lechery, by this Hand; an Index and obſcure 


Prole gue to the Hiſtory of Luſt and foul I houghts : they 


met io near with their Lips, that their Breaths embracd 


together. Villanous Thoughts, Roorigo, When thele 


Mutualities ſo mar{hal. the way; Hard at Hand come 
the Maſter, and main Exerciſe the incorporate Corcu- 


fion. Piſi.— But Sir, be you rul'd by me. I hae 


brought you from Veies „ Mach yOu to night, tor tlie 
Ca. 79 knows yo U Lal, 


I' not be far from you : do you find ſome occation d0 
anger Cat 70, either by > at. too loud, or tainting ws 
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del: I muſt feich his Neceſſaries aſhore. 


lake the Moo: thank me, love 
For making him egregioufly an Als, 
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© {cipline, or frem what other Courſe you pleaſe, which 
the time ſhall more favourably miniſter. 
9 Rod. Well. | | | | 
lag. Sir, he is raſh, and very ſudden in Choler, and 
hapl) may ftrike at yo : provoke him that he may ; for 


even out of that, will I cauſe thoſe of Cyprus to mutiny, 


hoſe Qualifications ſhall come into no true Taſte again, 


but by dilplanting of Cie. S0 ſhall you have a ſhorter 


Journey to your Deſires, by the means I ſhal! then have 


40 prefer them, and the Impediments moſt profitably re- 


mor'd, wicho..t which there was no Expectation of our 


Proſperity. e | | ER | 
Nod. I will do this, if you can bring it to any Op- 


portunity. 


lag. I warrant thee, meet me by and by at the Cita- 

| Farewel. 
Red. Adicu. „ [ Exit. 
Jag. That Cas loves her, I do well believe; 

"That ſhe loves him, 'tis apt and of great Credit: 

be Moor, howbe't that 1 endure him not, 

1; of a conſtant, loving, noble Nature, 

And I date think he'll prove to De/demona 


A mot dear Husband: now 1 love her too, 
| Tot out of ablolute Luſt, (tho peradventure 


| rand Accomp:ant for as great a din) 
hut partly let to diet my Revenge, 


For that T do ſuſpect the luſty Moor 


Hach leap'd into my Seat, the thought whereof 


| Path like a poiſonous Mineral gnaw my inwards 5 


And nothing can, nor ſhall content my Soul, 
D 


Till am even'd with him, Wife for Wife: 


Or failing ſo, yet that | put the Moor, 


At leait, into a jealouſy ſo ſtrong, 


nat judgment cannot cure. Which thing to do, 


It this poor "3 raſh of Venice, whom I trace, 

For his quick hunting, ſtand the putting on, 

Ill have our Michael Ca//io on the hip, | 

Abuſe him to the Moor, in the right garb, 

(For I fear Caf», with my night - cap too) 

2, and reward me, 


And 
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that upon certain tydings now arrived, importing the 
mere perdition of the Turk; Fleet, every Man put Him. 
ſelf into triumph, ſome to dance, ſome to maize Bote] 
fires, each Nan to what ſports and revels his mind Jed 


Cyprus, and our noble General Othello. 


Let's teach ourſelves that honourable flop, 
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And praftifing upon his peace and quiet, 
F.ven to madneſs : — tis here, but yet confuſs'd 
knavery's plain Face is never ſeen till ud. TE 
Enter Othello's Herald, reading a Proclamaticy, 
It is Oshello's pleaſure. our noble and valiant Genera] 


him ; for beſides this beneficial News, it is the c zehn ; 
tion of his N uptials : So much was his pleaſure a 
be proclaimed. All Offices ate open, and there is fd 
liberty of feaſting, from this preſent Hour of five. u 
the Bel! hath toll'd eleven. Heaven bleſs the Ile d 


Enter Othello, Caſſio, aud Deſdemona. | 
Oth. Good Michael, look you to the Guard to Ng 


Not to out- ſport diſcretion. 


Caſ. Iago hath direction what to do: * Jith't 
Pur notwithſtanding, with my perſonal eye eb 
Will I look to it. | my 
Otb. Iago is moſt honeſt. bom 
Michael good night, to morrow with your earlieſt, | 7-9 on 
Let me have ſpeech th you. Come my dear Love, # Fo: atio 
. he Purchaſe made, the Fruits are to enſue, , j arte | 
hat Proſit's yet to come "twixt me and ou]. | 1 nat h 
8985 night. [Ex. Oth. an! el 1 he ve. 
Enter Jago. | Have I 
C af. Welcome Ingo, we mult tothe Watch. 9 d che 
Iag. Not this Hour, Lieutenant, 'tis not yet ten! 
Clock: our General caſt us thus early for the love cf 4 mt. 


Deſalemona, whom let us not therefore blame: he hau lat IN 
not yet made the wanton night with her; and ſhe 
ſport for Jove. | ” 
Ca. She is a moſt exquiſite 7 Wit hier: 
Jag. And I'll warrant her full of game. Lit Conf 
Caſ Indeed ſhe is a moſt freſh and delicate Creatu #7 Bo, 
Tag. What an Eye ſhe has; 1, 
Methinks it ſounds a parley to Provocation. Ree 
Caf. An inviting Eye, and yet methinks night model. i: | 27 
Tag. And when ſhe ſpeaks, is it not an Alarm to Love 
Ca. She is indeed rerfecion, it 
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33 
ag. Well, happineſs to the Sheets come Lieute- 
: . I have a ſtoop of Wine, and here without is a 
Trace of Cyprus Gallants that would fain have a mea- 
bre to the health of black Othello. 


10% Not to night, good Iago: I have very poor and 
rappy Brains for drinking: I could well with Courteſy 
wou'd invent ſome other Cuſtom of enterteinment. 
lag. O they are our. Fri nds, — but one Cup: Il 
11 als for you. | 
64 I have drunk but'one Cup to night, and that was 
erafuly qualified too: and behold what innovation it 
akes here: I am unfortunate in the Inſirmity, and 
re not task my weaknels with any more. 
Jag. What, man, tis a night of Revels, the Gallants | 
ore it. 
Caf. Where are they ?* 
Lag. Here at the Door, I pray vou eall them 1 in, 
if Cal FI. do't, but it diſlikes me, (Exit. 
lag. If I can faſten but one Cup upon him, 
With that which he hath drunk to night already, 
Ee'll be as full of quarrel and offence, - 
my young Miltreſs' $1og---N ow my ſick Fool Roderige 


| kom Love hath curn'd almoſt the wrong fide out, 


10 Deſaemena, hath to Night carous' d 


N Fot atlons pottle deep, and he s to Watch: 


rec Lads of Cyprus, noble ſwelliug Spirits, | 
That hold cheir Honours in a wary Diſlance, 
"The very Elements of this warlike I ile, 


| Have I to vight fluſtred with flowing Cups, 
| ad they watch too: now in ng Flock of Drun- 


. eis, 


ba m] to put our Caſio in ſome 5 Aion: 
{hat may oftend the Iſle. 


A: 3 2 1 7 
Enser Montano, Caſſio, a silber: 


Int here they come: 

wt Conſequence do but approve my Dream, 

ty Boat ſails freely both With. Wind. aud Great 

2, Fore Heaven they have given me a roate already. 

en. Good Faith a little _ not palit a Put, 

lam a Soldier. | | 
| 6 | 5 


* * * 
* . _ 
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Lag. Some Wine, ho: (sig | 


wa -- -Gendlemen, e's look to our buline's ; do not 


Anal let me the Canahin, link, link, 
And let me the Cunakin, (link : 


A Soldier's a Man, Oh Man's Life's but a Few, | 


Some Wine Foy: 
Caſ. Fore Heaven an excellent Song. 


Why then let à Soldier drink. 


Tap. learn'd it in Erg/and, where indeed they a2 
moit potent in potting; your Dane, your German, am] 
your i{wag-bellied Hollander, (drink ho) are nothing u 
your Engliſh, ö 

Caf, Is your Eng/; man ſo exquiſite in his drinking 

Tag. Why he drinks you with facility your Dazc dea 
drunk; he ſweats not, to overthrow your Almain; e 


gives your Hollander a vomit, e'er the next pottle caÞ - 
be fill4d, | 


Caſ. To the Health of our 1 


Jag. O ſweet Envland. - 
"King Stephen avas and a worthy Peer, 
His "Brocches coft him but a Crown, 

He held em 2 x-pence all too dear, 
WWith. that he call'd the Tarlr Lown : 
He was a Wizht ff hich Reaoxun, 
And thou art but of fs degree ; 


'Tis pride that pulls the Country down, (ho . 
And take thine old Cloke about t hee. Some Wit! 
Caf Why, this is a mere Exquiite Song than mn 


other. 
Tag. Will you hear't again? 


Caf. No, for I hold him to be unworthy of his place 


that does thoſe things. Well Heaven's above al 


5 


Mon. Jam for it, Lieutenant, and I will 80 1 
Juſtice. | 


and there be Souls that muſt be faved, and there he 


Souls muſt not be ſaved. 
Tag. It is true, good Lieutenant. 
Caf. For mine own part, no Offence to the Genen! 


nor any Man of Quality, I hope to be ſaved. 


Jag. And fo do I too, Lieutenant. 
Caſ. Ay, but by your leave, not before me; th 


Lieutenant is to be ſaved before the Antient. Let's hait 


no more of this, let's to our Affairs: forgive cork: 
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Gentlemen I am drunk, this is my Antient, this is my 
Right. hand, and this is my Left: I am not drunk now, 
IJ can ſtand well enough, and I ſpeak well enough. 

= All. Excellent well. 


3 Caſ. Why very well then : you muſt not think then 


[E xit. 
Come let's ice the 


phat I am drunk. 

Man. To the Platform, Maſters, 
Watch. 

5 lag. You ſee this Fellow that is gone before. 


He! is a Soldier, fit to ſtand by Cæſar, 
And give Direction: and do but ſee his Vi ice; 


”Tis to his Virtues a juſt Equinox, 

The one as long as ih other, tis pity of him. 
I fear the Tralt Or hello puts him in, 

On ſome odd time of his infirmity, 


Will ſhake this Ifland. 
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Mon. But is he often thus? 
Tag. "Tis evermore the Prologue to bis Sleep. 
He'll watch the Horologue a double ſet, 
If Drink rock not the Cradle. 
Mon. "I'were well the General were put in mind of it; 
Perhaps he ſees it not, or his good Nature 
Prailes the Virtue that appears in Ce, 
And looks not on his Evils: is not this true? 
Enter Rodorigo. 
lag. How now, Rodorigo. 
I pray you after the Lieutenant go. 2 vit Rod. 
Mon. And 'tis great pity that the noble Moor 
Should hazar'd ſuch a place as his own Second, 
Wich one of an ingrafi Infirmity: 
It were an honeſt Action to ſay !o to the Moor. 
log, Not J, for this fair Ifland: 
I do love Caſio well, and would do much 
To cure him of this Evil: hark, what Noiſe : 
[ Help, help, wuithin, 
3 Caſſio, driving in Rodorigo. 
Caf You Rogue, you Raſcal--- 
Mon. What's the matter, Lieutenant? 
Caſ. A Knave, teach me my Pay! 
Knave into a Twiggen Bottle. 
Rod. Beat me 


Caf, Doſt chou prate, Rogue ? 


1 l beat tle 


J ſon. 
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The Town will riſe; fy, fy, Lieutenant, 


Mon Nay, good Lieutenant : pray Sir hold your Fand, 
Caf. Let me go Sir, or Vi Knock you o'er the l 


zard. 


Mon. Come, come, you are drunk. 
Caf. Drunk ? — 


Alas, Gentlemen, 
ho----Lieutenant---Sir, Montano---- 


ho 


hey font ht | 
Tag. Away I ſay, go out and cry a Mutiny 7 . Ka} 
N ay good Lieutenant | 
Help Maſters, here's a goodly Watch indeed —+ 
Wo's that who rings the Bell? Diablo | 


Y ou will be ſham'd for ever. | 
Enter Othello, and Gentlemen wwith Weapons. 
Oth. What's the matter here? 
Mon. I bleed fill, I am hurt, but not to Death. [Faint 
Oth. Hold for your Lives 


lag. Hold, hold Lieutenant Sir Ara. | 


L 4 


Have you forgot all place of Senſe and Duty! # 


Ihe General ſpeaks to you---hold, hold, for ſhame, 
Oth. Why how now ho, from whence aries thi: 

Are we turn'd Turks, and to ourſelyes do that 
Which Heaven has forbid the Ofromites? 
For Chriſtian Shame, but by this barbarous Brawl! 
He that ſtirs next, to carve for his own. Rage, 
Holds his Soul light, he dies upon his Motion. 
Lilence that dreadful Bell, it frights the Iſle 

+ rom her Propriety : what is the matter ? 

Honeſt Iago, that lookeſt dead with grieving g, 
Speak, who began this? on thy Love I charge thee. 


lag. I do not know, Friends all but now, even no 


In Quarter, and in Terms, like Bride and Gloom. 
Vir eitivg them to Bed; and then but now--- 
(As if ſome Planet had unwitted Men) 
Swords out, and tilting one at others Breaſt, 
n Oppoſition bluod;y. I cannot ſpealæ 
ay beginning to this peeviſh Odds; 
end would, in Action glorious, I had loſt: 
{hole Legs that brought me to a part of it. 


Ith. How comes it, Michael, you are thus forgit 


Ca). 1 Pray you pardon Me, I cannot ſpe⸗ k. 
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0:5. Worthy Montano, you were wont be civil: 


The Gravity and Stillnels of your Youth, 

The World hath noted; and your Name is great 
In Mouths of wiſeſt Cenſore. What's the matter 

hat you unlace your Reputation thus, 

And ſpend your rich Opinion for the Name 

Or a Night-brawler ? give me Anſwer to't. 


Mon. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to Danger: 


* Your Officer Jago can inform you, 
While I ſpare Speech, which ſomething now offends me, 


© 


Ol all that I do know, nor know I ought es 
By me that's ſaid or done amiis this Night; 
© Untels Seif-charity be ſometimes a Vice, 


And to defend ourſelves it be a Sin. 


When Violence aſſails us. 


Otb. Now by Heaven. _ | 

My Blood begins my. lafer Guides to rule, | 
und Paſſion having my belt Judgment choler'd,. 
Aſſays to lead the way : if once I ſtir, 


Or do but lift this Arm, the beſt of you 

Shall fink in my Rebuke, Give me to know 
How this foul Rout began, who ſet it on? 
And he that is approv'd in his Offence, 


Tno' he had twinn'd with me, both at a Birth, 
Shall loſe me, What in a Town of War, 

Let wi.d, the People's Hearts brim ful of Fear, 
To manage private and domeſtick Quarrels ? 


in Night, and on the Court and Guard of Safety? 
is monſtrous. Say, Iago, who began ? 


Aen. If partially aſſign'd, or leagu'd in Office, 


Thou doit deliver more or. leſs than Tiuth, 
Tuou art no Soldier. 5 


lag. Touch me not ſo near: 


l had rather have this Tongue cat from my Mouth, 


Than it ſhould do Offence to Michael Caſ319 3 
Yet I perſuade myſelf, to ſpeak the Truth 
Shall nothing wrong him. Thus 'tis, General; 


| 011979 und myſelf, being in Speech, 

here comes a Fellow, crying out for Help, 
And Cagi following him with determin'd Sword, 
Is execute upon him. Sir, this Gentleman 
eps in to Cagſio, and intreats his Pauſe: 
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Come away to Bed. 
My ſelf will be your Surgeon; lead him off: 
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My {eff the crying Fellow did purſue, 
Lefl by his C'amour, as it ſo fell out, 
The town might fall in Fright : 


he ſwift of Foot, 
Out- ran my Turpoſe; I return'd the rather, 


Fer that I heard the Clink and Fall of Swords ; 


And Caf high in Oath, which till to Night 


I neer might toy before. 
For this was brief, I found them cloſe together. 


When ] came back, 


At Blow and Thruſt, even as agen they were, 


When you your. ſelf did part them. 
More of this Matter can I not report. 


But Men are Men, the beſt ſometimes forget : 
Tho Caſio did ſome little wrong to him, 

As Men in Rage ſtrike thoſe that wiſh them belt ; 
Vet ſurely Ca | believe receiv'd 

From him that fled ſome firange Indignity, 


Which Patience could not paſs. 


Oth. I know, Jago, 
Thy Honeſty and Love doth mince this matter, 
Making it light to CA.. Cadſio, J love thee 3 3 
But never more be Officer of mine. 
Look if my gentle Love be not rais'd vp: 

uter Deidemona, with others, 

I'll make thee an Example. 
De. What's e ed 

O tb. All is well, Sweet! 


ir, f for your Hurts 


Tago, look with Care about the Town, 

And ſilence thoſe whom this vile Brawl diftract 
Come Deſilemona, tis the Soldier's Lie 
To have their ba my Slumbers ale 5 S. rife. 


ec, 


[ Exeunt Moor, Deſderrona, and Attendant 


Taz, What are you: hurt, Lieutenant? 
Caſ. Ay, paſt all Surgery. 

Jag. Marry Heaven forbid. 
Ca. Reputation, Reputation ! 
Reputation ! 


I have loſt the immortal part of my ſelf, 


And what remains is beſtial: my Reputation, 
Tago, my Reputation — 
Jag. As I am an honeſi Man, 1 thought yeu 


01 Le ; 


loſt m 


| Ad iy 
cen 


| Bins 
. Fa . I al 
ble . 
every 1 


1 
\ 
Y T 
* 
7 
& 


cctv 
that 
| alle 


Out 
leis \ 
chert 
but 
than 
Hels 
Pd 
0 
ſo go 
; mail 
ſqu b 


one's 


if the 


ſince it 


Ca/. 


18a De 
lag, 


ed. 


dani 


oft m 


n An AWE Wwodt lr them. 1 Le hey "OW a ſen- 


] bad iy | 
cel ] 


5 
* * 
2 
4 
55 
„ 
4 
by 


Othello, the Moor of Venice. 39 


5 Weciv's ſome bodily Wound, there is more Senſe in 
bat than in Repu.ation : Reputation is an id e nd moſt 
Tal le Imputation, of en got without Merit, and loſt with- 


out Delerving : You have loft no Reputation at all, un- 


less you reputè your feif tuch a Loſer. What Man — 
there are ways to recover the General agen: you are 
5 bu: now. caſt in his Mood, a Puniſhment more in Policy 
tan in Malice; even ſo as one would beat his offence- 
els Dog, to affright an imperion. Lion: ſue to him 
again, and he's yours 


Co/, vi! rather ſue to be do pis'd, than to o deceive 


; ſo good a Commander, with io flight, fo drunken, and 
"indilcreet an Olacer. Drunk? and ſpeak parrot? and 
ſqu bber, [Wagger, fwear ? and difcourſe Fuſtian with 
"one's own Shadow ? O thou inviſible Spirit of Wine ! 


it thou halt no Naine to be known by, let us call thee 
1 Devil. . 


Lag. What was he chat you tollowed with your Sword ? ? 
What had he done to you? 

Caf. T know not. 

lag. Is't poſſible? 

'S "of I remember a Maſs of things, but nothing di- 


 tinfily ; a Quarrel, but nothing wherefore. O that Men 


ſhould put an Enemy in their Mouths, to ſteal away 
their Brains; that we ſhould with Joy, Pleaſance, Re- 
vel, and Applauſe, transform our ſelves into Beaſts. 

lag. Why, but you are now well enough: how came 


you thus recovered ? 


Caf. It hath pleas'd the Devil Drunkegneſs, to give 
place to the Devil Wrath; one Unperfectneſs ſhews me 


another, to make me frankly deipite my ſelf. 


lag. Come, you are too ſevere a Moraller; as the 
Time, the Place, and the Condition of this Country 
fands, I could heartily wiſh this had not befaln: but 


ſunce it is as it is, mend it for your own good. 


Ca/. I will ask him for my place again, he hall tell 
me ela ma Drunkard; had I as many Mo oths as Hydra, 
wile Man, and by and by a Fool, and preſently 1 
every inordinate Cup 18 unbleſt, and the Ee 
is a Devil. 
* lag. Come, come, good Wine is a good — 
; | | rea- 
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Creature, if it be well us'd ; exclaim no more againſt it 
And, good Lieutenant, I think you think 1 love you? 
Caſ J have well-approv'd it, Sir I drunk ? _ 


Tas. You or any Man living may be ks at ſome | 
Ts 


time, „Man: I tell you what you ſhall do: 
ral's Wife is now the General: I may ſay ſo in this 1c 
ſpect, for that he has devoted and given up himſelt 


the Contemplation, Mark and Devotement of her Part Þ 
Confeſs your ſelf freely to her, importun: 
She is of 6 Þ 
free, ſo kind, ſo apt, fo bleſſed a Diſpoſition, that ſhe Þ 
holds it a Vice in her Goodneſs. not to do more than Þ 
This broken Joint, between you and Þ 
her Hutbang, intreat ker to ſplinter : And my Fora 
againſt any lay worth naming, this cracle of your: Loc! 


and Graces. 
her help to put you into your Place again: 


ſhe is requeſted. - 


mall g grow ſtronger than'twas before. 
"Ear. You adviſe me well. 


leg. ] proteit in the Sincerity of. Love at honet I 


Kindneſs. 
Caſ. ] think it 1 and decke in the 2 
will beſeech the virtuos Deſdemona to undertake tor me 
Jam deſperate of my Fortunes if they check me, 
Jag. Youare in the right; 
Good Night, Lieutenant, I muſt to the Watch. 
Caſ. Good night honeſt Jago. Exit 
lag. And Whars he then that fays Tplay the Vidal 
Wien this Advice is free 1 give and honeſt, 
Likely to thinking, end indeed the Courſe 
To win the Moor agen For. tis moſt eaſy 
The inclining De/7amana to ſubdue 
oof any honeſt ſuit ; She's fam d as fruitful 
s the lice Elements, And then for her 
o win the Moor, were't to renounce his Baptiſm, 
All Seals and Symbols of redeemed Sir, 
Hi; Soul is {o infetter'd to her Love, 
That ſhe may make, unmake, do what ſne liſt, 
Even as her Appetite ſhall Pa) the God 
With his weak Function. Am 1 then a V Vai 
10 count! C4 to Ns bare ft Court 
rectly to nis Good? "I'is Hell's Dien 
* hen-Devils will their blackeſt Sins put on, 
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pep do ſugeſt at firſt with heavenly Shews, 
? | "Ki; 1 do now. For while this honeſt Fool 
Pi jes Deſclemonia to repair his Fortunes, 
ome | Jandl the for him pleads ſtrongly to the Moor; 
rene | oY pour this Peſtilence into his Ear, | 
1516 | That ſhe repellshim for her Body's Luſt : 
cio And by how much ſke ftrives to do him good, 
Pars She ſhall undo her Credit with the Moor. * 
tune] $0 will 1 turn her Virtue into Pitch, | 1 
of bÞ And out of her own Goodneſs make the Net 7 
it ne That ſhall enmeſh them all. 0 
> chan 1 Euter Rodorigo. 4 
u % How now Rodorigo ? 5 M 
tune! Rod. I follow here in the Chaſe, not like a Hound ; 
Lon that hants, but one that fills up the Cry: My Money is } 
* almoſt ſpent; I have been to Night exceedingly well [. 
| cadgel'd; and {| think the Iſſue will be, I ſhall have ſo {3 
anch much Experience for my Pains, and fo with no Money | 
| > all, and a little more Wit, return again to Venice. 1 
ning ag. How poor are they that have not Patience? 4 
„me: What Wouna did ever heal but by Degrees? 1 
Thou know'ſt we work by Wit, and not by Witchcraft; 7 
And Wit depends on dilatory Time: 1 1 
Does't not po weil? Caſſio has beaten thee, | 9 
And thou, by that ſmall Hurt, hath caſhier'd Cas. 1 
da Tho other things grow fair againſt the Sun, iq 
Vet Fruits that bloſſom firſt, will firſt be ripe - 1 


Content thy {elf a while. In Troth 'tis Morning; 
| Pleaiureand Action make the Hours ſeem ſhort. 
| Retire thee 3 go where thou art billeted : 
away 1 fay, thou ſhalt know more hereafter. [Ex. Rod. 
| Nay get thee gone: Two things ate to be done; 

n, My Wife muſt move for Caſio to her Miſtreſs- 

III ſet her on to draw the Moor apart, 

| nd bring him jump, when he may Casſio find 

| do.liciting his Wife, Ay, that's the way: 


Dall not Device by Coldneſs and Deay. [Exit 


ACT 
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ACT IH. $SCEN-E-T 
| Enter Caſſio <vith My ifirians, 
Caſ. f 


Something that's brief, and bid good ma 

row General, 
Clo. Why Maſters, have your Inſtruments been a 
Naples, that they ſpeak i th' Noſe thus? 

Muf. How Sir, how ? | 

Clo. Are theſe, I pray you, Wind- Inſtrument: ? 
Muf. Ay marry are they, Sir. | 
C/o, O thereby hangs a Tail. 
Mu, Whereby hangs a Tail, Sir? 
Co. Marry Sir, by many a Wind- Inſtrument int | 
know. But Maſter's, here's Money for you; aud tix 


General ſo likes your Muſick, that he deſires you i 


Love's ſake, to make no Noiſe with it. 

Mu. Well Sir, we will not. 

Clo. If you have any Muſick that may not be heard, 
to't again; but as they lay, to hear Mukick, the Gene 

ral does not greatly car 
_  iJaf. We have none fach, Sir.” 
Co. Tlien put up your Pipes in your Dag, {00 
away; go vaniſh into Air, away. [ Ex. Maffei: 
Caf. Pott thou hear, my honeſt Friend ? 
C/o. No, I hear not your honeſt Friend, I hear vw 
Ca. Prithee keep up thy Quillets, there's : nol 
Piece of Gold for thee : If the Gentlewoman chat at 
tends the Generals Wife be ſtirring, tell her ther 
one Caſſio entreats of her a licle Favour ol Sperd 
Wilt thou do this? 

C/o. She is ſtirring, Sir; if he will flir hither, I fa 
ſeem to notify unto her. {Exit Clovl 

„„ 1 lago. 

Caſ. Do my good Friend: In happy time, 4g. 
Lag. You have not been a bed then ? 

Caf. Why no, the Day had broke before we galt 
I have made bold to fend in to your Wife; 1 


Mt 


Aſters play here, I will content your Pain | 
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'7F Suit is, that ſhe will to CEC: 

rocure me ſome Acceſs. 

Lag. I'll ſend her to you preſently, 

Ani ['{] deviſe a mean to draw the Moor 

Hut of the way, that your Converſe and Buſineſs 

1 be more tree. | [Exit. 
Caſ. I humbly thank you for't : l never knew 


RE 1 A q /orentine more kind and boneſt. 
1 | 
ne En. Good morrow, a . am forr 


en A Fr your Diſpleaſure, but all will fare be well. 
| The General and his Wife are taiking of it, 

And ſhe {peaks for you floutly, the Moor replies, 
That he you hurt is of great Fame in C Y prus, 
And great Affinity, and that in W iſdom 
He nught not but refuſe you : but he proteſts he loves 
| And needs no other Suitor but his Likings, 
at To take the ſafeſt Occaſion by the Front, 
- WW To bring you in again. 
au 0 Ca / Yet 1 beſeech you, 

ou think fit, or that it may be done, 

Cive me Advantage of ſome brief Diſcourſe 
heard Vim De/armona alone. 
Gene Fm. Pray you come in, 

If will beſtow you where you ſhall have time 
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„To ſpeak your Boſom freely. 1 
wor I. 1 | 5 
ore Cof. 1am much bound to ou. [ Exennt, 11 
A ſectuni. 4 
1 Tuter Othello, Iago, and ether Gentlemen, 1 
ear vo 10% Theſe Letters give, Iago, to the Pilot, 1 
— And 65 him do Wy Duties to the Senate: 14 
8 41 1 
(bat at Tia done, I will be walking on che W. orks, 1 
x let? N Epair chere to me. i 
Speech og. My good Lord, I'll de'. |} 
% This Fortification, Gent. emen, ſhall we ſee'r ? 1 
1 
r. Ha . We'll wait upon your | ordſhip. [ Exenunt. 
'+ Clown „, 1576 Deſlemona Caſſio, aud Emilia. 
. 
1 Be thou àſſur'd good Cof/io, | will do 
L479. my Abilities in thy behalf. 


| 1 3 Good Madam do, 1 know it grieves my Hochand, 
ve rarted if the Cauſe were his, 
g i O that's an toneit Felow : doubt not, cal, 50. 
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But T will have my Lord and you again 
As friendly as you were. | 
Caſ. Moſt bounteous Madam, 
Whatever ſhall become of Michael Caſſio, 
He's never any thing but your true Servant. 
Def. I know't, [ thank you, you do love my Lord! 
| You've known him long, and be you well aſſur'd. 
He ſhall in ſtrangeneſs ſtand no farther off, 
Than in a politick diſtance, 
Caf. Ay, but Lady, 
That Policy may either laſt ſo long. 
Or feed upon ſuch nice and -waterih Diet, 
Or breed it ſelf ſo out of Circumflances, 
That I being abſent, and my Place ſupplied, 
My General will forget my Love and Service, 
De/. Do no: doubt thats before Emilia here, 
7 give thee Warrant of thy Place: aſſure thee, 
If I do vow a Friendſhip, I'll perform it 
To the laſt Article: my Lord ſhall never reſt, 
I'll watch him tame, and talk him out of Patience 3 . 
His Bed ſhall ſeem a School, his Board a Shrift, 
I'll intermingle every thing he does 
With Caffo's Suit. Therefore be merry, Caſio, 
For thy Sollicitor ſhall rather die, 
Than give thy Cauſe away; 
Enter Othello. and I ago. 

Em. Madam, here comes my Lord. 

Caſ. Madam, I'll take my leave. 

Def. Nay ſtay, and hear me ſpeak. 

Caſ. Madam, not now ; I'm very ill at eaſe," 
Enſit for mine own Purpoſes. 
Def. Well, do vour Dilcretion, 

tap. Ha, I like not that. 

Oth. What doſt thou ſay ? 


| [ Ex: Callo | A* 


O75. 


I meet 


Dif 


N Or Tu. 
Iprithe 
Luxceed 
And ye 
Cave t 
; Our of 


Tk 


tag. Nothing my Lord, or if — I krow not v . hen! 


Ob. Was not that Caſſio parted from my Wife 
lag. Caſo, my Lord ? no ſure, I cannot think it, 
That he would ſteal away ſo guilty-like, 
Seeing you coming, 
0th, I believe twas he. 
Deſ. How now my Lord! 


I have heen talking wich a Suitor | here, A1 


lan ta 
Jo brin 
Ot. 
Iwill d 
5 De/. 
Lis as 

: feed 


. lue t 
| 
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Alan that languiſhes i in your Diſpleaſure. 
Otb. Who is't you mean? 
55% Why, your Lieutenant Caſio. Good my Lord, 
eh F ] have any Grace or Power to move you, | 
rc: His preſent Reconciliation take : 
Por if he be not one that truly loves you, 
That errs in Ignorance, and not in Cunning, Fa 
I have no Judgment in an honeſt Face. 
J prithce call him back. 
* Oth. Went he hence now? 
Def. In ſooth, ſo humbled, 
| That he has left partof his Grief with me, 
To ſuffer with him: good Love, call him back. 
01h. Not now, ſweet Deſdemona, ſome other time. 
Dif. But ſhall't be ſhorty ? 
Oth. The ſooner, Sweet, for you. 
D:/. Shall't be To night at Supper ? 
Os. No, not To-night. 
c3 D/ To morrow Dinner then? 
| ©). I ſhall not dine at home? 
I meet the Captains at the Citadel. 
| Dif. Why then To-morrow night, or Tueſday morn, 
| Or Tueſday noon, cr night, or * Ranelday morn, 
I prithee name the Time, but let it not 
Exceed three days: faith he's penitent ; 
And yet his Treipaſs in our common Reaſon, 
| Pave that they ſay, the Wars muſt make LI, 
| Out of the belt) is not almoſt a Fault, 
0 incur a private Check : when ſhall he come? 
Lell me, Othello. T wonder in my Soul 
Calla »% aat you would aſk me, tha at I would deny? 
Jr ſtand ſo mamm' ring on? What, Michael Cars! 
72 bat came wooing with vou, and many A time, 
ot whe When 1 ſpoke of you difpraifingiy, 
e? lach ta'en your Part, to have jo much to do 
nk ih Jo bring him in? Truſt me, 1 could do much —— 
Orb. Prithee no more, et him come when he will, 
Iwill deny thee nothing. 
Deſ. Why this is not a Boon | 8 
is as! thould | intreat you wear your Gloves, 
Or feed o 2 nouriſhing Meats, Or ke » YOU warm, 


AM * P. ie to you to do peculiar Pre fit 
© 
ki 


To 
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To your own Perſon. Nay, when I have ſuit, 
Wherein I mean to touch your Love indeed, 
It ſhall be full of Poiſe and e 
And fearful to be granted. 
Otb. I will deny thee nothing: 
Whereon ] do beſeech thee grant me this, 
To leave me but a little to my ſelf. _ 
De/. Shall I deny ? no: Farewell my Lord. 
Oth. farewell my De/demona, I'll come ſtraight, 
De. Emilia, come, be as your Fancies teach you; 
W hate'er you be, 1 am obedient. 
Oth. Excellent Wretch# Perdition catch my Soul 
But I do love thee, and when ] love thee not, 
Chaos 1s come again. 
lag. My noble Lord. | 
Oth. W hat doſt thou ſay, ago. 
Jas. Did Michael Caſſio, when you woo d my Lady, 
Know of your Love? 
Ot. He did from firſt to laſt: Why doſt thou ak? 
Tag. But for a Satisfaction of my 1 Hought, 
No further Harm. 
Oth. Why of thy thought, Iago? 
lag. 1 did not think he had been acquainted wich i. 
Oh. O yes, and went between us very oft. 
lag. Indeed ! 
| Orb. Indeed ay indeed: diſcern' aten ought in that 
Is he not honeſt? 
Tag. Honeſt, my Lord q 
Oth. Honeit ! ay honeſt. 
lag. My Lord, for ought I know. 
On: What doit thou think? 
lag. Think, my Lord? 
0:4. Think my Lord? why doſt tho eccho me: 
As if there were ſome Monſter i in thy Thought, 
Ice hideous to be ſhown. 
J heard thee ſay but now, thou lik'ſ not tha. 
When Caſſio left my Wife. What didſt not like? 
And when I told thee he was of my Counſel] 
In my whole courſe of wooing, thou cry'dſt Indeed 
And didſt contract and purſe thy Brow together, 
As if thou then h ſhut up in thy Brain 
Some horrible Conceit: If thou doſt love me, 
Shew me thy Thought. 
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* My Lord, you know I love you. 
* 0:4. I think thou doſt, 
| ; hr for I know thou'rt fall of Love and Honeſtly, 
And weigh'it thy Words before thou giv'{t 'em breath, 
W theſe Stops of thine fright me the more: 
E ſuch things in a falſe diſloyal Knave, 
Are Tricks of cuſtom ; but in a Man that's juſt, 
They're cloſe Denotements, workiog from the Heart, 


That Paſhon cannot rule. 
Jag. For Michael Caſſio, 


uu: I dare be fworn, I think that he | is |honelt 
Em. | Oth, think ſo too. 
ul! ag. Men ſhould be what they ſeem : 


00 thoſe that be not, would they might ſeem none. 
tb, Certain, Men ſhould be what they ſeem. 
lag. Why then I think Cay79's an honeſt Man. 
|  Oth. Nay, yet there's more in this: 
Lady, [ pray thee ſpeak to me, as to thy 'Thinkings, 
As thou doſt ruminate, and give thy worlt of T — 
alk: The worſt of Words. 
lag. Good my Lord, pardon me: 
Tho 1 am bound to every Act of Duty, 
[Tam not bound to that all Slaves are free to; 
vich i. FW Utter my Thonghis! —— Why, ſay they're vile and falſe : 
As whereas that Palace whereinto foul things 
Semetime intrude not? Who has a Breaſt lo pure, 
in tha But ſome uncleanly Apprehenſions 
Keep Leets and Law. days, and in Seſſion fit 
Win Meditations lawful? 
0:5. Thou doſt conſpire agai inſt thy Friend, Lago. 
I tiiou but think'ſt him wrong'd, and malt his Ear 
A Stranger to thy Thoughts. 
lag. I do beſeech vou, 
me: o 1 perchance am vitious in my Gueſs, 
[as 1 confeſs it is my Nature's Plague, 
\methiny { d ipv into Abuſe, and oft my Jealouſy 
— res Faults chat are not) I intreat you then 
like? om one that fo imperfectly conceits, 
our Wiſdom would not build your ſelf a Trouble 
lcd! Mntof my ſcattering and unſure Obſervance : 
— Pere not for your Quiet, nor your Good, 
* my Manhood, Honeſty, and Wi.dom, 
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To let you know my Thoughts. 1 
Oth. When doſt thou mean ? EY 
Tag. Good Name in Man and Woman, my dear, ord, 7 

Is the immediate Jewel of their Souls: _ 5 is 

Who ſteals my Purſe, Reals Traſh, is. ſomethirg 3 
2 „Rec 

nothing; ; + 

»Twas mine, tie his, and has been Clive to th uffnd; : 1 75 

But he that filches from me my good Name, 1 

Robs me of that which not enriches Ly : oh 

And makes me poor indeed. 5 5 | TE po 
Orb. Vil know thy Thoughts | þ i 
tag. You cannot it my Heart were in your Hand, The 

Nor hall not, whilſt "tis in my Cuſtody. | W 7, . 
0:5, Ha! | W wo 
lag. O beware, my Lord, of jealouſy; 3 3 

It is a green ey 'd Monſter, wh ich doth mock F J 5 

'Fhe Meat it feeds on: That Cuckold lives in Bliß, bl 

Who certain of his Fate, loves not his W ronger : 7 

But oh what damned XIinutes tells he o'er, _ F 75 

Whodotes, yet doubts, ſuſpects, yet ſtrongly loves! 155 re 
Oth. O Mitery ; / „ 10 8 
Tag Poor and content 15 rich, and rich enough; 177 

But Riches endleſs is as poor as Winter, BY - 

To him that ever fears he ſhall be poor. or te 

Good Heaven, the Souls of all my Tribe defend 0% 

From Jealoyly. | 1 
Oth. Why, why 15 this ? „ 


Thinkit thou I'd make a Life of Jealouſy 'X 
To follow ſtill the Changes of the Moon 
With freſh Suſpicions ? ? No, to be once in doubt, 

Is once to be refolv'd : Exchange me fora Goat, 
When ſhall turn the Puſineſs of my Sor! 

To ſuch exuſflicate and blos 'N Surmiſes. 

Matching my Inference; tis not to make me jealous 
To ſay my Wife is lair, feeds well, loves Company, 
Is free of Speech, lings, plays, and dances weil; 
Where Virtue is, thele are moſt virtuous. 

Nor from my own weak Merits will J draw 

The ſmalleſt Fear or Doubt of her Revolt, = z 
For ſhe had Eyes, and choſe me. No, J, BD 
Lil ſee before 1 doubt; when I doubt, pra B 


nd, 
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jealous, 
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Andl on the Proof, there is no more but this, 


+ 5 Wawiy at once with Love or Jealouſy. 


lag. I'm glad of this; for now I ſhall have reaton 


To new the Love and Duty that I bcar you, 


- A ith fre nker Sp! irit: therefore as [? m bound, 
7 Receive from me, I ſpeak not yet of Pre of. 


' Lcok to your Wife, obſerve her well with Ca/ : 


Wear your Eye thus; not jealous. nor ſecure ; 
|] would not have your free and noble Nature, 
Out of felf-Bounty be abus'd ; look to't. 


I know our Country Diſpoſition well; 


In Venice they do let Heaven ſee the Pranlzs 
They dare not ſhew their Huthands: their beſt Conſcionce 
Is not to leav't undone, but ke ep't unknown. 
th. Doſt thou ſay ſo ? | 
ſav) She did deceive her Father, marrying you 
And when ſhe ſeem'd to ſhake and fear your Loot: s, 


= rt loy? d them moſt. 


Oth, And ſo ſhe did. 
lab. Go to then; 
'She 12 ſo young could give out ſuch a ſeeming, 
Jo ſeal her Father's Eyes up, cloſe as Oak oor 


Lb mbly do heſcech you of your Pardon, 

or too nuch loving you. 4 

V1. Jam bound tothee for ever. | 

Jag. I ſee this has a little daſlit your Spirits ; 

Not ajot, not a jor. 

lar, Truſt me, F fear it nñaass 

be ou Will conſider what is ſpoke 

* Wes from my Love: but } doiceyoirre mev d 
m 10 pray You not to ſtrain my Speech 

1.2 \ grolter 11 ue S, ROT. 0 I er R 

han to Suſpicion. 

„ T will not. 


1 
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A 


: © Should ye 90 ſo, my Lord, 
fn SPEECH wa ald fa'l into ſuch vile Succeſs, 
ak Bs 11 1573 tits ain 1 not rt: C 40 8 If my Worthy Friend, 


N 1; 3 
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06%. No, not much mov'd., 
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Tag. Ay, there's the Point -- 

Nor to affect many propoſed Matches 

Of her own Clime, Complection, and Degree, 

W hereto we ſee in all things Natare tends : 

Foh, one may ſmell i in ſuch a Will moſt rank, 

Foul Dig proportions, I ho. ghts unnatural, | 

But pardon me: Ido not in Pop tion 


Diſtinct'y {peak of her. tho' J may fear 
Her Will recoilling to her better Judgment, 


May fall to matci you with her Coat Forms, 


And haply fs repent. 


Oib. Yarewel, farewel, if more 
Thou doſt perceive, let me kn]. more: ſet on 
Thy Wife to obſerre: leave me, Lago. 

Iag. My Lord. I take my leave. 075 


Oth. Why did I marry ? "This honeſt Creature doch 


Sees, aud knows mere, much more than he unto. ds. 


Iag. My Lord, I wcu'd } might intreat your Hon 


To ſcan this thing no e leave it to Lime; ; 
Altho' tis fit that Cao have his Place, 

{For ſure he fills it with great Ability) 

Vet if you pleaſe to put him off a while, | 
You ſhail by that perceive him and his Means, 
Note, if your Lady firain his Entertainment 


With any ſtrong or vehement Importunity, 


Much will be ſcen in that: in the mean time, 


Let me be thought too buſy in my Fears, 
(As worthy Cauſe 1 have to fear I am) 


And hold her free, I do beſeech your Honour, 
0th. Fear not my Gcremme gt. 


Lag, I once more take my leave. Ex 


Oth. This Feilow's of exceeding Honeſty, 
And knows all Qualities with a learned Spirit 
Of human Dealings. It I prove her heggard, 
Tho' that her jeſſes were my dear Heart- it trings, 
I'd whiſtle her off, and let her down the Wind. 
To prey at Fortune. Hap'y, ſor I am black, 
And have not thoſe of Parts of Converſation, 
That Chamberers have; or for J am declin'd 
Vet that's not much. 
She's gone, 1 am abus d, and my Relief 
Muſt be to loath her: O the Curie of Marriage, 
That we can cal: tnele delicate Creatures our, 
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' Even then this forked Plague is fated to us 


By you invited, do at tend your Preſence. | — 
Oth. Jam to blame. Ta 1 
Deſ. Why is Fe zur Speech fo faint? are you not well; b 
Oh, J have a Pain on my Forehead here. 7 
Deſ. Why has s with watching, "twill away again; 3 

Jet me but bind it hard, within chis Hour 1 

It will be well. 4 
Oth. Your Napkin is too little: 1 

| She + drops her Hande -rchief, 1 
Let it alone: come I' go with you. 'K 
Def. Jam very ory that you are not wel. 3 

( Exen; 24 Oth. and Del. x 


Io kiſs and tail to. 
And | 5 t Jago: what he'i do with it, 


W coding but to pleaſe his Fantaſy, 


ag. How now, what do you here alone? Y A 
Fin. Do not you chide, I have a thing for you. bi 
4g. A thing for me (it is a common ting 1 
E N. Ha! [ 9 
leg. To have a fooliſh W fe. : 4 
I x O1 15 that all? What Willy 504 give me now of 
Wor tiat ſame Handkerchief > 18 | { 
B 2 Tags 1 f 


And live upon ene Vaponrs of a Dungeon, 

I han keep a Corner in the Thing I love, 
= For others uſe: yet 'tis the plague of * ones, 
Prerogativ'd are they Je{s than the Baſe 
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And not their App'tites! I hal rathet be a Toad, 


11 


i Deitiny unſhunneble, like Death. 


Wien we do quicken. Belem na comes 3 


O then 11e. Len mocks it {cif ! 


| Enter Deſdemona and Emilia. 
Dc/. How now, my dear O:hells £ 
Your Dinner, and the generous Iſlanders 


Em. T am glad I have found this Napkin, 
Phiswas her nrit Remembrance from the Moor ; 
My wayeward Hu-vand hath a hundred tin 


= 
Woo d me to teal it: but ſhe ſo loves the Token, 
kor he conjar 'd her ſhe ſhould eve lee it) 


hat ſhe re{erves it ever more abou 


I''3 h 


t. Her, 
have tne Work ten out, 


heaven knows, not I: 


S 


— — 
2 2 


E n2er lago. 
— 


. 77. <0 
, K 8 — 3 4 
- — — : 1 
1 * , Ae 3. 2 bo 8 
SER BS dy EI EI 2 
2 4 s 2 2 n 9 - 
; 2 * EY 


52 Othello, the Moor of I enice 


Iag. What Handkerchief ? - = 
Em. WhatHandkerchief t*- - -. 
Why that the Moor arft gave to Heut niona, pio 
That which fo often on did bid me tieal. | 80 
Jag. Iaſt No.'n it from her ? | Paare 
Em. No; but the let it drop by Negligence, EZ [ar 
And to tht Ad antage, I being h ;cre, LOUISE u up, Pha 
Look here it is. Paare 
%, A good We eb, give it me. e 
Eu. What will you do with it? y he 
You have been by earneſt to have me filch i; | W T6377; 
fas. V 45 what's that to you ? And 
Em. If it be not for ſome P ur Poe. of import, 1 
_ Give me't again; poor Lady, ſhe'il run mad E- Fare: 
When fhe ſha] lacks: LW 7 
lag. Be not you Knownon't, J have > ule for i it , 0. 
leave me. | Exitl.n Be ſui 
I will in Cs Lodging loſe this Napkin, _ 

And let him find it.  Trifles light as Air Or by 
Are to the ſealous. Confirmatious 1! 'ong | Thou 
As Proofs of holy Writ, This may do ſomething Than 
The Moor already changes with my Poiſons: Lag 
Dangerous Conceits are in their Nature Pois ons, = 
Which at the firſt are ſcarce found to diſtaſte; | hate 

But with a little Act uponthe Blood. 0 To ha 
Burn like the Mines of Sulphur —— 1 did fay fo, E ls 
Enter Othello. | BP Oth 
Look where he comes, not Poppy, nor Mandragora, MW Never! 
Nor all the drowſy Syrups of the World, KF OiHo 
Shall ever medicine thee. to that ſweetvicep, _ | I; De 
Which thow hadit Yeſterday. = ler not 
Othb. Hal falſe to me !-:- Crater 
fag. Why, how now Gener al? no more of tha. WM foe: 
Oth. Avaunt, be gone; thou'it ſet me on the Rack, Are you 
TI ſwear; 'ts better to be much abus'd, | | Cod by \ 
Than but to know a little. 8 bat ln 
Jag. How, my Lord? mon 
Orb. What Senſe had Tin her ftoP'n Hours of Lat? e be « 
I faw't not, thought it not, it harm'd not me; , In 
love 


I lept the next Nivh: well, was free and merry ; 
found not Cas/'s Kiſſes on her Lips : | 
He that is robb'd, not wanting whit is ſtol'n, . 
Let him not know't, and he's not robb'd at all. 


— 


S 
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Jag. 1 am forry to kear this, 
F 0, Thad been happy if the general Camp, 
Pioneers and all, had taſted her tweet Body, 
So I had nothing l:nown. O now for ever 
baren el the trangui! ind farcwel Content! 
* Farew el the plumed Trcops, and the big War, 
Phat make Ambition Virtue ! O farewe! * 
Paten el the neighing Steed, and the fart! ap, 
1 he Spirit. flirting Drum; tht Ear-piercng Che, 
Phe roval Banner, and all Quality, 
2 lide, Pomp, and Cücumſtance gt glorious War! 
ad O ye mortal Engine, whoſe v. ide Throats 
T. immortal Fonts great Clamours counterfeit, 
Farewel ! Orbellès Occupation's gone 
Jag. Lt poſſible my Lord?) 
Oh. Villain, be ſure thou prove my Love « Whore 
be ſure of it: give me the occular Proof; 
FCatchine bod of hihi. 
Or by the Worth of mine eternal Soul, | 
Thou hadſt better have been born a Dog, 
Than anſwer my wak'd 1 | 
lag. It come to this | 
0:4. Make me to fee' or at the leaſt to prove it, 
IT oP the Probation bear no Hinge, nor Loop, 
Lo hang a Doubt on; or wo upon thy Life. 
"boy My noble Lord | 
O:h. It thou doſt ſlander her, and torture me, 
Never pray more; abandon all Remor#k : 
Ou Horror's Head, Horrors accumulate: | 1 
D Deeds to make Heaven weep, all Earth amazd; = 
105 nothing canſt thou to Damnation a dd | 


PEN Inn. 


Crcat ter than a | : i"n 

Jag. O Grace, O Heaven defend me ! | 
Are you 2 Man ? have you a Soul, or Senſe? _ 'M 
Cod b'ye t- you, take my Office, Wret ched. Fool, | iN 
That liv'ſt to make thy Honeſty a Vice: 1. 
monſtrous World; take note; take note O World, * 


Jo be direct and honeſt is not ſafe: 

thank you for this Profit, and from hence 

I love no Friend, ſnce Love breeds ſuch Offence. 

' 0th, Nay ſtay thou ſhouldit be honeſt co 
Jag. I ſhould t be wiſe, tor Honeltv's a Fool, 

And loſes what it works for, 
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1 will go on: I lay with Cao lately, 
And being troubled with a raging Tooth, 1 could 10 
I here are a kind of Men ſo looſe of Soul, 
Ihat in their Sleep will mutter their Affairs; 


— — 
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Oth. By the World, 
I think my Wife is honeſt, and think ſhe is not; 


Ithing that thou art jult, and think thou art not; 
I'll have ſome Proof. Her Name, th-t was as freſh 


As Dian's Vllage, is now begrim'd and black 
As mine wn Face, If thefe be Corus or Knives, 
Poi ſon, or Fire, or ſuffocating Streams, 


I'll not endure it. Would were ſatisfy'd. 


Tag. I ice, Sir, you are eaten up wich Paſſion; 
Ido repent me that Iput it to you, | 
You would be fatisf\v'd, 

Oth. Would! nay, and will, 

lag. And may, bat how, how ſatisfy'd, my Lord! 


Weuid you be SupervLor, grofly gape on, 
Ee hold her topt ? pi | 


Ot. Death and Damnation, oh! 
Jag. It were a tedious Difhculty, I think, 


Js bring them to that Proſpect; damn 'em then, 


1' ever mortal Eyes Co fee them boulſter 


 Nicre than then own. What then, how then ? 


What ſhall 1 ſay ? where s Sati faction? 
I: 18 1 \ 11 ls „n 8 ' 10 {i 1118 
* 18 HINDU 2109S You 1100 LC [ 113, 
Vere they as prime as Goats, as hot as Monkles, 


Eis lalt as Wolves in Pride, and Idols is grols. 
Ass Ignorance made drunk. Eut yet I ſay, 


If Imputation and ſtrong Circumſtances, 


Which lead directly to the Door of Truth, 


Will give you Satisfaction, you might ha't. 
Oth, Give me a living Kealon, ſhe's diſloyal. 
Tas. I do not like the Office; . 
Put fith I'm enter'd in this Cauſe fo far, 
F rickt to's by fooliſh Honeſty and Love, 10 
ee p- 


One of this k.nd is Ca: 5 | 
In ſleep I heard him fay, ſweet Deſdemona, 
et us bewary, let us hide our Love? _ 
rd then Sir, would he gripe and wring my IIand, 
175 — O ſweet Creature! and then kiſs me Hard, 
s if he pluckt up Kiſſes by the Roots, = 
hat grew upoa my Lips; then lay his Leg = 
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Ir Drer my Thigh, and ſigh'd and kiſſed ; and then 


. Pry, curſed Fate! tha: gave theejwo the Moor, 
Ott. © mon!tr0!5, mo: uflreus! 
ag. This was but a Dream. 
O.. But this denoted a foreign Concluſion ; 
isa ſhrewd Doubt, tho it be bat a Dream. 
las. and this may kelp to thicken other Proofs 
One's 0 gemonſtrate thinly. 
20. I' tear her all-to Pieces. 
lag. Nay. but be wiſe; yet we ſee nothing done, 
$he may be honeſt yet, Lell me but this, 
Have vou not ſometimes ſeen a Handkerchief, 
Spotted Wich Strawberries, in y your Wive's Hand ? 
O ] gave her ſuch a 2 one, 'Was my firft Gift. 
Las. 1 Know not that; but ſuch a Lia ndkerchief 
nn fare it was your Wite's, did I to day 
dee Carly wipe his Beard vich. 
Otb. If't be that 
Ig U it be that, or any, if was hers, 
| It ſpeaks againſt her with the other Proofs. 
| Ch. O that the Slave had forty thouſand J Tavest 
One is too Poor, too weak for my Revenge. 
| Now do | fee tis true. Look here Iago, 
All my fond Love, thus do I blew to Heaven; tis gone. 
Ariſe black Vengeance from thy hollow Cell ! 
Vield up, O Love , thy Crown, and hearted T hrone, 
To tyrannous Hate“ Swell Boſom With thy F raught, 
| For tis of Aſpicks 'Fougues. 
lag. Yet be content. 
055. O Blood: Jago, Blood / 
Jag. Patence 1 fay ; your Mind perhaps may change. 
E Oh. Never, Tags. 
= Like to tne Poitick Sea, 
"16s i Whoſe icy Current and compulſive Courſe 
Peer fee's retiring Ebb, but keeps due on 
Flo the Pr opontich and the Hleleſpont : 
Eren fo my bloody T houghts, with violent pace, 
Shall ue'er look back, ne'er ebb to humble Love, 
Til that a capable and wide Revenge | 
allo them up. Now by yon marble Heaven, 


An the due reverence of a ſacred Vow, [ He kneels, 
ha ingage my Words, 


Ks Do not riſe Vet: 
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Witneſs ye ever-burn'ng Lights above! 


N Vou Elements that clip us round about Full 

| = Witness that here, [ago doth giveup _ | Is tri 

| The Executicn of his Wit, Hand, Heart. 4s je 

10 To wrong'd Othiello's Service: let him command, Vo p 

1 Not to obey, ſhall be in me remorſe, E, 

1 What bloody Work ſoever. b ⸗ 

1 Orth. Igeet thy Love, Drew 
Not with vain Thanks, but with Acceptance DOB, | 

And will upon! the inflant gut thee to't Er 

Within theſe three Hays let me hear thee ſav, 3 De 

That Cagi not alive, | Till C 

log. My T riend is deed © : 0, 

"0-19 done at your Requeft but let her live. Ho 

044, Damn her, leud Minks: O damm her, damn hee De, 

Come go with me apart, 1 will withdraw, 00. 

To furniſh me with ſome ſwift Means of Death ; De) 

For the fair Devil now art thou my Lieutenan | 07 

ag. I am your on for ever. CE - Hot, 

Euter Deſdemcna, Emilia, and e Cle: A ſeqt 

D-/. L you know, Si: rah, where Lieutenant | ta Much 

lies? For h. 

Ch. I dare not ſay he 1yes any where, | {bits 

Di. Why, Nan? | | A fran 

9 05 Cl;. He is a Soldier, and 95 one to ſay u Soldier Def. 

is ſtabbing. : For 0 

D/ 80 to, where lodges he's p oy 

at ou 


(. Lo tell you w here he lodges, is to tell you w: 6 f 
Tlie. | | . De,. 


Def. Can any thing be made of this? Ot 
Ch. I know not where he lod: ges; and for me to de.  De/. 
viſe a Lodging, and ſay he lies here, or he lies the . Ot 
were to le i in mine own Throat. ® nd n 

De. Can you enquire him out, ad be edited by report: Def: 
Ch. I will catechize the Wor'd for him, that is, make on 
Queitions, and by them aniwer. 4 

D-7 Seel: him, bid him come hither, tell him I har? 5 
mov'd ny Lord on his belialf, and hope all will 9 7 K 5 

C/o, To do this is wit hi n the Compass of Man 5 Wi, f Da 47 
and che refore Il attempt the doing of it (£49 | Tv 5 

Daſ. Where ſhould 1 boſe the Handkerch lief, Eida- Wi Tie 1 

Em. I know not, Madam. N Wan 


110 
D fc. Believe me, I had rather have loſt my Pute 
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>. all of Cruſadoes: and but my noble Moor 


As jealous Creatures are, it were enough 
To put him to ill thinking. 


Drew all ſuch tumours from him. 


ot. hot, and moiſt— this Hand of yours requires 


| Bat our ne Hera'dry is Hands, not Hearts. 
Lend me chy Handkerchief. 


/ Not indeed, my Lord. 


b 0:5, That's a Fault; that andkerchief 7 þ 

| Da An Ez tian to my Mothe: give; 5 | 1 
Sbe was a Charmer, and cou d almoſt read 9 
: Thc Yhoughts of People. She told her While ine j Rept it, Wn. 
would make her amiab' e, ſubdue my Father 1 
Naeh to her Love; but if ſhe lo it, i 
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Is true of Mind, and made of no ſuch Baſeneſs 


Em. Is he not jex'ous ? 


De, Who he? I thinl the Sun where he was born, 
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Enter Othello. 

Zu. Look where he comes. 

De/. J will not leave him now, 
Till Cas be call'd to him: how is it with you, my Lord? 

0th, Well, my good Lady: O hardneſs to diſlemhle! 1 
How do you Deſdemona ? 

Deſ. Well my good Lord. 

0th. Give me thy Hand; this Hand is moiſt, my Lady, 

Deſ. It yet has felt no Age, nor know no Sorrow, 

Ot. This argues Fruitfulneſs and liberal Heart; 
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A ſequeſter from Liberty, Faſcing and Prayer, 
Much Caſtigation, Exerciſe devout : 
For here's a young and Iweating Devil here, 
That commen!y rebels : "tis a good Hand, 
A frank OUS, 
Def. You may indeed iy fo; 
For *twas that Hand that gave away my Heart. 
0:9. A liberal Hand: the Hearts of o'd gave lands; 


Dej. 1 cannot ſpeaic of this; come now your Promiſe. 
0:5. What Promiſe, Chuck? 
Def. 1 have ſent to bid Ca/72 come ſpeak with you, 
0:5. I have a ſalt and ra Rocum oftends me; 


De/. Here, my Lord, 
0:5. That which I gave; „on. 


De / J have it rot 2900 me. 
Oth, Not? 
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Or made a Giſt of it, my Father's Eye 
Should hold her loathed, and his Spirit hunt 
Aſter new Fancies. She dying gave it me, 
And bid me, when my Fate would have me wive, - 
To give it her. 1 did ſo; and take heed on't, 
Make ica Darling like your precious Eye; 
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Jo oꝛe t. or vive t awav. were ſuch Perdition, as, 
As nothing elſe could match, And lo 
De/ 151 poſlible ? De, 
Oth. Tis true, there's Mag! ick in the Web of * Ce. 

A Sibyl that had number'd in the World, I hat! 
The Sun to courſe two hundred Compaſles, Exiſt, 
In her prophetick Fury, fowed the Work : hom 
The Worms were hallowed. that did breed the Silk, WF Intirely 
And it was dyed in Mummy, which the <k1ll: ul H my 
Conſerv'd of Maidens Hearts. 1 That ne 
De Indeed ist true: | Nor put 
0th, Molt veritable therefore look't to'c well. Can rar 


De. Then wou'd to Heaven that I had never ſeen i. 
Oth. Ha, wherefo:e ? 

Def. Why do you ſpeak ſo ſtartingly and raſh 
Oh. abs is't gone? Speak, is't cut o' th' way! 

De /. Bleſs us. | 

Oth. Say you 

Def. It 1s not loſt, bat what and if it were ? 
Orth. Ha. 

De/. I ſay it is not loſt. 

Ot. Ferch't, let me ſee it. 

De/. Why fo I can, Sir, but I wil not now 

This is a 'Frick, to put me from my Sum, 

Pray you let Ca io be receiv'd again. (gives. 
Oth. Fetch me the Handker chief. my Mind mil: 
De/. Come, you'll never meet a more ſufficient Man 
0:5. The Handkerchief --- 

De/. A Man, that all his time, 
Hath founded his good Fortunes on your Love, 
Shar'd his Dangers with you. 
O:h. The Hand kerchief.—- 
Dey. In ſooth you are to blame. - 
Oth. AV ay. | 5 [ Exit, 
Em. Is not this Man j6alous ? | 
Def. 1 ne'er ſaw this before, 
Cure there's ſome Wonder in this Handkerchief: 


And loo; 
zor my { 
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En. E 
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Then it! 
I like 
lt his © 
mein ing 
Vere's 17 
er fro 
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K They belch us: look you, Ca/5io and my Husband. 
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Tm moſt unhappy in the loſs of it. | 
Fm. Tis not a Year or two ſhews us a Man: 


They are but Stomachs, and we all but Food; 
They eat us hungerly, and when they're full 
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Enter lago aud Caſno. 

lag. Th ere is no other way, 'tis ſhe muſt do it; 
And lo the Happineſs, go and importune her. | 
De. How now good Caſs/o, what's the News with you? 
| Caf. Madam, my former Suit. I do beſeech you, 
That by your virtuous Means, I may gain 
| Exiſt, and be a Member of his Love, | 

{Whom I, with all the Office of my Heart, 

Intirely honour. I would not be delay'd : 

| If my Offence be of ſuch mortal kind, 

That not my Service paſt, nor preſent Sorrows, 

Nor purpos'd Merit in Fururity, 1 85 

Can ranſom me into his Love again; 

But to know ſo, muſt be my Benefit; 

too ſhall I cloth me in a forc'd Content, 

Ind ſhut myſelf up in ſome other Courſe, 

Flo Fortune's Aims. = | 
| De/. Alas! thrice gentle Caſsio, 
My Advocation is not now in tune; 5 
My Lord is not my Lord; nor ſhould I know him, 
Mere he in Favour, as in Humour alter'd. 
v held me every Spirit ſanctified, | 
As 1 have ſpoken for you all my beſt, 
Ind flood within the blank of his Diſpleaſure 
or my free Speech. You mult a while be patient, 
Wiat I can do I will; and more I will, 
kan for my ſelf I dare: let that Suffice you, 
Ha. Is my Lord angry? | 
En. He went hence but now. 
Ind certainly in ſtrange unquee:neſs, 
Jag. Can he be angry? | have ſeen the Cannon, 
ten it hath blown lus Ranks into the Air, 
nike the Devil from his very Arm | 
t his own Brother-; and can he be angry ? 

met ung of moment then; I will go meet him, 
pere's matter in't indeed, it he be angry, [Zxit. | 
el. I prithee do fo: omething ſure of State, | 
er from Venice, or ſome unkaich'd Practice, 


60 Othello, the Moor of Vendre. 
Made here demonſtrable in Cyprus to him, 

Hath pudled his clear Spirit; and in ſuch Caſes 

Mens Natures wrangle with inferior things, 

Tho great ones are their Object. 

"Tis even ſo; for let our Finger ake, 

And it endues our other healthful Members 

With a Senſe of pain, Nay, we mult think, 

Men are not Gods, 

Nor of them look for ſuch Obſervance always 

As fits the Bridal. Beſhrew me much, Emil:a, 

] was (unhandſome Warricur as I am) 

Arraigning his Unkindneſs with my Soul; 

But now | find, I had ſuborn'd the Witnels, 

And he's indiQed falfly. 

Em. Pray Heaven it be State-Matter, as you tink, 
And no Conception, nor no jealous Io 
Concerning you. 5 8 

Deſ. Alas the day, I never gave him cauſe. 

Em. But jealcus Souls will not be anſwered {o ; 
They are not ever jcalcus for a C: uſe, | 
But ealous for they are jeaJous : *tis a Monſter 
Begot upon itſelf, born on itſel f. 


Deſ. Heaven kcep that Monſer from Ot eliu's Mind. 


Em. Lady, Amen. | 


De}. Iwill go ſeek him. Caſſio, walk here about; 
Tt I do find him fit, Il move your Suit, 


And ſeek to effect it to my uttermoſt ¶ Ex. Del. and En 


Caj. I humb'y thank your Ladyſhip. 
| Enter Bianca, 
Bian. Save ycu Friend Caffio. 
Caf. What makes yuu from home: 

How 1s it with you, my moſt fair Bianca 9 
rdeed, ſweet Love, F was coming to your HEonſe. 
Bian. And J was going to your Lodging, Caſo; 

What! keep a Werk away? ſeven Days end Nignis! 

Eighiſcore eight Hours ? and Lovers abſent Hows, 

More tedious than the Dial, eightſcore times? 

O weary reckoning ! : 

Ca. Pardon me, Bianca. | | 

J have this while with leaden Thoughts been pre! 
Put 1 ſhall in a more convenient time | 
{trike off this Score of Abſence : ſweet Bianca, 

Take me this work out. | 


[Giving her Deſdemona's Handler: 
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Ot bello, the Moor of Venice. 61 
Biar. Oh Caffo, whence came this? RY 
This is ſome Token from a newer Friend: 
Of thy felt Abſence, now I feel the Cauſe: 
Io't come to this? well, well. 
Ca, Go to. Woman, 
Throw your vi'e Gueſſes in the Devib's Teeth, 
From whence you have them; you are jealous now, 
That this is from ſome Miilttets, ſome Remembrance : . 
No, in 5057 troth, Bianca. 
Bian. Why, whoſe i is it!? 
Caf. 1 kefow not neither, J found it in my bannen 
] like the Work veil : e'er it be demanded, | 
As like enough it will, I'd have it copied ; 
Take it and do't, and leave me for this time, 
Bian. Leave you, whe. eore ? 
Cas. I do attend here on the General, 


And think it no addition, nor my wiſh. 


To have him ſee me woman'd. 
£Fian, Why I pray yon? 
Co. Not that I love you not. 
F;an, Put that you do t ot love me: 
I pray you bring me on the way a little, 
And lay, if I mall ſee you ſoon at night. 
Caf. lis but a little way that I cal. bring you; 
For J attend here, but 1˙II ſee you won. | 


Em. Tis very good, [muſt be circumſtanc'd. 2 xeunt, 


A CT1V;$ CENE J. 


Euter lag and Othello. 


lag. 7 LLL you think ſo? 
| Otb. Think ſo, Lag 7 
lag. What, to kiſs in private? 
Oth. An unavthoriz? d Kiss. 
Jag. Or to be naked wich her Friend in bed, 
An hour or more, not meaning any harm ? 
(5. Naked in bed, Jago, "and not mean any harm. 
k is Hypocriſy againic the Dev il: 
They that mean virtuouſly, and yet do ſo, 


M1 he Devil their Virtue tempts, and they tempt Hear en. 


las. It they do nothing tis a venial Slip: 


But if give my Wife a Handkerchief 935 
0:5. What then? 


lag. Why then, 'tis hers, my Lord; and being 3 


; _ he may, { think, beſlow t on any Man. Oth, 
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62 Othello, the Moor of Venice. 
Och. She is Protectreſ of her Honour too; 


May ſhe give that? 


Tag. Her Honour is an E fence that's not ſeen, 
They have it very oft, that have it not: 
But for the Hand kerchief 
Oh. By Heaven I would moſt gladly have Forgot k 


Thou ſaidſt (O it comes o'er my Memory, 


As does the Raven o'er the infected Houſe, 


Boding to all) he had my Handkerchief. 


lag. Ay, what of that? 
Orth. That's not ſo good now. | 
ſag. What if I hadiaid I had feen him do you a wrong! 


Or heard him lay, a Knaves be ſuch abroad, 


Who having by their own importunate Suit, 
Or voluntary Dotage of ſome Miitre!s, 


Convineed or ſupply'd them, cannot chuſe 
But they muſt blab. | 


Otb. Hath he ſaid any thing? 
lag. He hath, my Lac, but be You w ell aflur'd, 


No more than he'il 9 


Oth. What hath he ſaid ? 

lag. Why that he did I know not whathe i did. 
Oh. What? | 

lag. Lie 
075. With her * 

Jag. With her? on her, what you will. 


Oth. Lie with her | ls on her! lie with he er! that 


ome: 


chief. I tremble tat it — Nature would not invet 
ls 
1b 


Confeion 28 ker. 


Handkerchief 


herfelf in uch ſhadowing, without ſome Inh ruction: 
is not Words that ſhake me thus —pichh- 
Ears, and Lips — ['t poſlible ! confels | ——- 
Handkerchief ODP 8 in a Tranct, 

log. Work on, | 


My ! 14 ledicine works Thus Cre du! tons J E Gols are caught! 


and many worthy and chaſte Danes, even thus (al 
ouiltiels) meet Reproach; What ho! my Loid, ny 
Lord 1 lay, Othello How LOW, Caſs in # 
Enter Cailio. 
Ca,. What's the matter? | 
Iag. Ny Lord is fallen into an Epilepſy, 
This 1 is the ſecond Fit, he had one yeſterday. 


Caf. Rub him : bout the Tae 


las. 


= Noiez, 


t it: 


ong! 


that's 
andker. 


The Lechargy mult have his quiet Courſe; 
Ff not, he foams at Mouth, and by-and-by 
Breucs oat to ſavage Madneſs : look he ſtirs. 
De you withdraw your ſelf alittle while, 
He will recover ſtrait ; when he is gone, 
] would on great occaſion ſpeak with you. 
How is it General, have you not hurt your Head? 
Di], DoÞ thou mock me? 

lag. I mock you not by Heaven; 


N Would you would bear your fortunes like a Man. 


0th. A horned Man's a Monſter, and a Beaſt. 
Jag. There's many a Beaſt then in a populous City, 


And many a civil Monſter. 


Otb. Did he confeſs it? 
Iag. Good Sir, be a Man: 


Think every bearded Fellow, that's but yok'd, 
May draw with you. Millions are now alive, 
| That nightly lie in thoſe unproper Beds, 
| Which they dare ſwear peculiar. Your caſe is better 
Ons the Spite of Hell, the Fiend's arch Mock, 
Jo lip a Wanton in a ſecure Couch, „„ 
And to ſuppoſe her chaſte No, let me know, _ 
And knowing what I am, I know what ſhe ſhall be. 


O. O thou art wiſe ; 'tis certain. 5 
lag. Stand you a- while apart, 


| Confine yourſelf but in a patient liſt. | 
While you were here oerwhelmed with your grief, 
A Paſlion moſt unfitting ſuch a Man) 


Cao came hither : I ſhifted him away, 
And laid good *ſcuſes on your Extaly ; 
Bad him anon return, and here ipeak with me; 
The which he promis'd. Do but incave your ſelf, 
And mark the Pleers, the Gibes, and notable Scorns, 
Tia: dell in every region of his Face. = 
For 1 will make him tell the Tale a-new ; 
Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when 
He nuch, and is again to cope your Wife. 
hy, but mark his Geſture. Marry patience, 
Or! ſhall fay, you're all in all in ſpleen, | 
Aud nothing of a Man. I, 
0%, Doſt thou hear, Iago, 
ill be found moſt cunning in my patience; 
W: dot thou hear, moſt bloody. | 


Jag, 
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Ia. No, forbear : 


Ex. Caſſio; 
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64 Otzhell;, the Moor of Venice. 


Taz. That's not amiſs ; | | 
But yet keep time in all: will you withdraw? 
[ Oth, ewith 71 a; 


Now will 7 ble Caſſio of Bianca ; 


A Eu:wite, that by ſelling her Deſires, 


Buys her ſelf bread and cloth: it is a Crecture, 
That doats on Caffo; as tis the Strumpet's plague 


To beruile many, and be beguil'd by one: 


He, wren he hears of her, cannot refrain 
From the exceis of :aughter. Here he comes, 
Euler Caſſio. 


As he all ſmile Othellb ſhall go mad; 


And his unbookiſh Jealouſy muit conſtrue 
Poor Caſſin's Smiles, Geſtures, and light Dehaviou 
aite in the wrong. How do you now, Lieutenant? 
Caſ. The worſer that you give me che addition, 
Whole want even kills me. 
lag. Ply Deſdrmona well, and you are {ure on't : 
Now, if this Suit lay in Bianca's Power, Speaking l. (rut, 
How quickly ſhould you ſpeed. 
Ca/. Alas poor Caitif! 
Oth. Look how he laughs already. 
lag, Trever kiew a Woman love Man fo. 
Cæſ. Alas poor Rogue, I think indeed ſhe Joves mt 
 Crb, Now he den- es it AY „and laughs out, 
dag. Do you hear, Cue? 
Och. Now he impoꝛ tunes him to tell it oer: 
Go to, well laid, well ſaid. | 
Lag. She gives it out that you ſhall marry her. 
Lo you intend it? 
Ca}, Ha, ha, ha. 
Ot. Do you triumph, Reman, do you triumph“ 
C. 1 marry her! What! a Cuſtomer? _ 


Pritiree bear ſome Charity to my Wit, 


Lo not think it io unwhotiom : ha, ha, ha, 
O1. So, ſo; they laugh that win. 
Jag. Wiy, the cry goes that ) ou I. 
Ca/. Prithee ſay true. 

Jag. Jam a very Villain ele. 
Otb. Have you ſcor'd me? well. 


mall marry her: 


Caſ. This is the Monkey's own giving out, the l 
perſuaded I will marry her, out of her own love. a 
flattery, not oat of my { Promite. 


Cth, 
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0% Taro beckons me, now he begins the tory. 
Cal. She was here even now; ſhe haunts me in every 
„ace: J was t'other day talking on the Sea-bank with 
Lenin Veretians, and thither comes the Bauble, and 
ſalls me thus about my Neck —— 1 | 
. Crying O dear Ca/lt Zo, as *twere, his Geſture 
iwports it. 
(/ So hangs and lolls, and weeps —_— me; ſo 
balees and pulls me, ha, ha, ha — 
Oh. Now he tells how ſhe pluckt him to my Chamber: 
O 1 fee that dag of yours, but not that Dog J fhall 
throw't 
Caf. Well, I mul leave her Se 
lag. Before me; look where ſhe comes 
_—_ - | | Enter Bianca. | 
nt! Bars "Tis ſuch another Fitchew; marry a perſum'd one! 
5 Wat do you mean by this haunting me? 
, 5 Let the Devil and his Dam haunt you: what did 
tt | 101 10can by chat fame Hankerchief you gave me even 
(it, WW now? I was a fine Fool to take it; I mutt take out the 
Work; a likely piece of work, that you ſhould find it 
| 1 your Chamber, and not know who left it there. This 
1: ſome Minx's token, and I muſt take out the Work? 
there, give it your Hobby-horle whereſocver you had 
s mt, WF 1, Lil take out no Work on' t. 
„ Ca. How now, my ſweet B:zanca ? how now, how now? 
Otb. By Heaven that ſhould be my Handkerchief, 
Bia. If you'll come to ſupper to night, you may; if 
you will not, come when you are next prepar® for. 
Exit, 


* 
1 AV 


lag. After her, after her. 
; E Ca/. I muſt, ſhe'l] rail i“ th ſtreet ele. 
hn! eg. Will you ſup there? 
Cal. Yes, J intend ſo. 
lag. Well, 1 may chance to fee you, for 1 would 
very lain ſpeak with you. 
( a/. Prithee come, will you? 


her 44g. Go to, ſay no more, [Exit Cano, 
0th. How fhall 1 murder him, Jago? | 
lo, Did you perceive, how ne laugh d at his V1 ice ? 
3 O Jago. 
he 1 und did you fee the Handkerchief? 


005 Was that mine ? 


2 
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Tas. Yours by this Hand: and to ſee how he prize, 
the fooliſh Woman your Wite---ſhe gave it him, aud he 
has given it his Whore. 

Orb. I would have him nine Years a killing: a fr 
Woman! a fair Woman“ a ſweet Woman! 

Jag. Nay, you muſt forget that. 
Otb. Ay, let her rot and periſh, and be damn'd u 
night, for ſhe ſhall not live: no, my Heart is turn'd ty 
Stone: I ſtrike it, and it hurts my Hand. O the World 
has nut a ſweeter Creature; ſhe might lie by an Empe- 
'Tor's fide, and command him tasks. 
lag. Nay, that's not your way. 

Oth. Hang her, I do but ſay what ſhe 15---So delicate 
with her Needle---an admirable Nluſician. O flo vill 
ſing the Savageneſs out of a Lear: of ſo high and plan- 
teous Wit and Invention! We, 

Jag. She's the worſe for all this. 3 

Otb. A thouſand, a thouſand times: and then of ſo 
gentle condition /--- On. 
lag. Ay, too gentle. „ | 

Otb. Nay that's certain: but yet the pity of it. 
„%%% D)) 8 
Lag. If you are ſo fond over her Iniquity, give ber 
Patent to Offend; for if it touch not you, it comes fear 
no body. I : E al 
Ob. I will chop her into meſſes--- Cuckold me 

Tag. O, tis foul in her. | BY | 

0th, With mine Officer. 

Jag. That's foulerr. 

Othᷣ. Get thee ſome Poiſon, Jago, this night: III nd 
expoſtulate with her, leſt her Body and her Beauty ut 
provide my Mind agen: this Night, Jago. 

Iag. Do it not with Poiſon, ſtrangle her in her Ve, 
even in the Bed ſhe hath contaminated. 

Otb. Good, good; the Juſtice of it pleaſes; very 000d, 
ag. And for Cacſio, let ine be his Undertaker: ju 
ſhall hear more by midnight. ED 

Enter Lodovico, Deicemona, and Attendants. 

Oth. Excellent good: (4 Trump 
What 'Truinpet is thai ſame? | | 
ag. Something from YVenice ſure : tis Ledow!'o - 
This comes from the Duke ; fee, your Wife is Wah ju. 
Led. Save you, worth) General, 


Oh. With all my Heart, Sir, Loh 


Otbello, che Moor of Venice. 67 
I T on Duke and Senators of Venice greet you. 


| i. 5 (Gives him a Leiter. 


3 Oth. 1 6 the Inſtrument of their Pleaſures 
kene | De / And what's the news, good Couſin Lodovico? 
Jag. Jam very glad to lee you, Seignior: —— 

| We come to Cyprus. 


iv W 7d. 1 thank you; hem does Lieutenant, Cayfo ? 
«wv Lag. Lives, Sir. 
nd De, Couſin, there's fallen between kim and my Lord 


fe. Ar unkind Breach, but you ſhall make ail well. 
| Oh. Are you ſure of that? 
De. My Lord. 
licate 1 Och. Ibis fail you not to 40. as you will 
„mn Tod. He did not call, he's buſy in the Paper. 
len- Is there Diviſion *rwixt my Lord and Casſio? 
Ibs, A moſt unhappy one; I would do much 
| To attone them, for the Love I bear 10 Cagſio. 
ef %o Ch. Fire and Brimſtone 
Def. My Lord. 
0%. Are you wie? 
of it. WF Do. What, is lie angry? 
| Lid. May be the Leiter mov'd him. 
ve het For, as I think they do command him home, 
<< near Deputing Cao in his Government. 
| Def. Truſt me, I'm glad on't. 
Þ  Oth, Indeed! 
| DS My Lord! 
Och. pts glad to ſee you. mad. 
De, Why, tweet Othello? 
vl 55. Devil! 5 
uy ur ht I have not deterv d this. | 
od. My Lord, this would not be belived in Venice, 
er Led, Tho' I ſhould ſwear I ſaw't, 'tis very much, 
Make her amends, ſhe weeps. 
y 00d. . 0%. O Devil, Devil! 
er : JW If that the Earth could teem with Woman's Tears, | 


| Each Drop ſhe falls would prove a Crocodile: : 
ts. Out of my Sight. 


run" of Def. will not ſay to offend you. (Gore. 


Lid. Truly an obedient Lady: 


Tr | xk beſeech your Lordſhip call her back. 
ich lim. O-. Miltreſs, 8 


| Def. My Lord. | 
1 0h, What would you with has, Sir? Lad. 
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68 Othello, the Moor of Yen:ce, 
Led. Who I, my Lord? 
Otb. I! you did wiſh that I would make ke wt: 
Sir, ſhe can turn, and turn, and yet go on, 
And turn again. And ſhe can weep, Sir, weep ; 
And ſhe's obedient; as you ſay obedient, 
Very obedient proceed you in your Tears---- 
Concerning this, Sir: O well-painted Paſſion 


J am commanded home :---=-get vou away, 


Sir, 1 obey the Mandate 


PII fend for you anon. 
Exit Del 


And will return to Femce:---hence, avant / 


Caſſi ſhall have my Place; and, Sir, to night 


I do intreat that we may ſup together, 


Lat 
1 Is this the noble Moor, whom our full Sena 


Call all-in-all ſufficient ? This the Nature, 


Which Paihon could not ſhake ? whoſe ſolid Virtue 
The Shot of Accident, nor art of Chance 
Could neither graze, nor pierce ? 
lag. He is much changed. 
Lod. Are his Wits ſafe; is he not of light Brain! 
Iag. He's what he is; Imay not breat! he my Cenſute 
What he might be, if what he might he is not, 


I would to Heaven he were. 


Lod. What, ſtrike his Wife! 

Jag. Faith, that was not fo well: yet would 1 4now 
That firoke would prove the worſt, 

Lod. Is it his uſe; | 


Or did the Letters work upon his Blood, 


And new create this Fault ? 
Jag. Alas, Alas! 
It is not honeſty in me to ſpeak 
What I have ſeen and known. oa ſhall obſerve him, 


And his own Courſes will denote him fo, 
That I may ſave my Speech: Do but go after, 


| Aud mark how he continues. 


Ld. I am ſorry that I am deceived in him. ( cal. 
| Enter Othello and Emelia. 
Otb. You have ſeen nothing then. 

Em. Nor never hear'd, nor ever did ſuſpecd. 

Oth. Yes, you have ſeen Ca//io and her together. 
En. But then I ſaw no harm, and then Þ heard 
Each Syllable that Breath made up between them. 

Oth. What, did they never whiſper? 
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Er Never, my Lord. | 


tum: Lg Nor ſend you out o. tht way ? 
| F Never. 
; + 955 To fetch her Fan, her Mask, her Gloves, nor 


bothing. 

| Em. Never, my Lord. 

Ot. That's ſtrange / 

E Fo: Idurſt, my Lord, 0 wager the is s honeſt, 

} J iy down my Soul at ſtake : if you think other, 
\:moye vour Thought, it doth abuſe your Eoſom. 

I ny Wretch have put his in your Head, 

Let Heaven require it with the Serpent's Curſe; 

Por if ſhe be not honeſt, chaſte and true, 

There's no Man happy, the pareſt of their Wives 

J: foul as Slander. 

W 0:4. Bid her come hither, go. [Ex. Emil, 
tue MW She fays enough, yet ſhe's . ſimple Bawd | 
That cannot ſay as much. This is a ſubtle Whore, 

A clotet lock and key or vilainous Secrets: 
And yet ſhe'll kneel and pray, Ive ſeen her do't. 
2... Enter Deſdemona, and Emilia. 
'enfuro g Def. \ty Lord, What is your . 111 / 
th. Pray Chuck come hither. 
, What 1 is your P'ea:ure | 
Jul. Let me ſee your Fiyes--look in my Face. 
Lk 557. What horrible Fancy's th is ? 
| ib. Some of Your Function, Miſtreſs 
J cave Procreants alone, and ſhut the Door, 
Cough, or cry hem, if any Body come, 
Tour! My" terv, your Myfte ry; nay diſpatch. 
be, Upon my Knee, what do-s your Speech impor:?, 
I e tand a Fury in your Words; 
e him, bit not your Words. 
E 0:5. Why, What art thou? 
Der Your Wiſe, my Lord, your true nd loyal Wile. 
2, Come, fwear it; dam nthyſelf, 
* t being like one of Heaven, the Devil themſelves 
wald fear to ſeize thee, Iherefore be doubly damn'd; 
e thou art honeſt. | „„ 
125 Heaven doth truly know it. 


* 
E xeuui. 


eher. Gth. Heaven truly knows, that thou art falle as Hell. 

heard 5 1 To whom, my Lord? with whom? how am I. 
WA 

em 3 Lil 


10 Ah Deſdema 14, awo, aw ay, away. De/ 
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70 Othello, the Moor of Ventes. 


Def. Alas the heavy Day l why do you ei. ? 07h. 
Am I the Motive of theſe Tears, my Lord? De/. 
If haply you my Facher do ſuſpect If to r 
An Inſtrument of this your calling back, From © 
Lay not your Biame on me ; if you have loſt him, Be not 
Why I have loſt him too. 0:5. 
Oz5. Had it peas'd Heaven D-/. 
To try mewith Affliction, bad lle rain'd 775 
All kinds of Sores, and Shames on my bare Head, D-/. 
Steep'd me in Poverc y to the very Lips, $1027: 
Given to captivity me and my Hopes T took. 
I ſhould have found in {ome place of my Sou! Izhat n 
A drop of Patience. But alas, to make me 1 
A fixed Figure for the Hand of Scorn, That h. 
To point his flow unmoving Fin: ger at And ke 
Yet could I bear that too, w ell; 1 ery well. We ha' 
But there, where I have garner'd up my Heart I pray 
Where either 1 muſt live, or bear 19 Life, En. 
The Fountain from which my Current runs, How de 
Or elſe dries up; to be diſcarded thence; De. 
Or ſpeal it as a Ciftern, tor foul Toads = fc 
To knot and gender in. Turn thy Complesion ties . 
Patience, thou young and roſe— bd Cherubin; Ein. 
J here leok grim as Hell. | | Def. 
De, 1 hope my noble Lord eteems me hone!t. Em. 
Ot, O ay, as Summer Flies are in the ſpambie, . D 
That quicken even with blowing. | I cannot 
O thou weed, who art ſo lovely fair, Db eh. 
And ſmel'ſt ſo {weet, that the Senſe akes at thee ' Lay On 
Would thou hadft ne'er been born |! And ca! 
Def. Alas, what ignorant Sn have T commit: “ f 
Ot. Was this far Paper, this moſt egoodly Louk, | 5.5% a 
Made to write Whore upon? What commited? | 15 7 MP 
Committed? O thou pubiick Commoner! . ae ima 
I ſhould make very Forges of my Cheeks, 
That wouid to Cinders burn up Modeſty, leg. * 
Did I but ſpeak thy Deeds. What committed ? 7 157 
Heaven flops the noſe at it, and the Moon win; 0 3 
The baudy Wind that kiſles all it meets, TY 


Js huſht within the halo Mine of Earth. 

And will not hear 1t--- What committed 1— mp 
Strumpet! | 

Def. By Heaven you do me wrong, 


Othello, the Moor of Venice. TE 


PF. 02. Are not you a Strumpet ? 
| Del. No, as 4 am a Chriſtian,. 
If to pre erve thi- Veſſel for my Lord, 
From 397 ocher foul un awful touch, 
Be not to be a Strumpet., I am none. 
O. What, nota e? 
D/ No; as I r l be ſaved. 
0% IS pollible ? 
D. O Heaven forgive by 
0:5. [ ery you Nicrcy tt 
ET tool you for that cumnit. Whore of Venice 
| That married with O. [You Mill lrels, 
Euter Emilia. 
That have the Office oppoſite to - Pe ter, 
And kcep the Gate ot Hel; you, . »a.ay yon! 


We ha' done our Courle---here's F for your pains: 


I pray you turn the Rey, and keep our Connſe}, (7 Evil. 
Fim. Alas, what does this Gentleman conceive ? 
| How do you, Madam? how do you, my good Lady ? 
De/. Faith half aſleep. 

| Er. Good Madam. what's the matter with my Lord? 
to Del. With whom? 

Ei. Why, with my Lord, Madam. 
Dy. Nho is thy Lord ? 
Em. He that is yours, ſweet Lady. 


tics . D/ J ha' none; do not talk to me Emilia. 
I canrot weep; nor Anſwer have I none, 
But what ſhouid go by Water. Pray to night 
en my Bed my Wedding ſheeis, rememoer, 
Aud ail thy Husband hither. | 
mo. . Here's a Change indeed! LAH xit. 
bak Def. Tis meet 1 ſhou d be us'd ſo; very meet: 
| Hoy have I been behav'd, that he might ck 
L The imall'ft Opinion on my leaſt muwe 
| Enter ago and Emilia. 
Jag. What is vour Pleature, Madam? 
10% ist with you ? 
11 Def. T cannot tell; ; thoſe that do teach your Babes, 
Do i with gentle means, and e; 1y Taſks; 
e migh: ha- chid me ſo: for in good Faich, 
ropuuen ga Child to chid ing. 


Jar. What's the matier, Lady ? 
e. Alas, Jago, Dy Lord hath io bewhor'd der. 
: n 
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Thrown ſuch Deſpite and heavy Terms upon her, 
The true Heart cannot bear it. Or in 
De /. Am TI that Name, Jag? 4, WD; ch. 
Jag. What Name, fair Lady: | | * 
Deſ. Such as ſhe ſaid, my Lord did fay 7 waz. Or th: 
Em. He c1ll'd her Whore; a Pezgar in his Prik And es 
. Could not have laid ſuch Terms upon his Cilia: $ beg 
| | lag, Why did he ſo: __ E Comfor 
=® Des, I do not know, Pm ſure I am none ſuch, - Ind hi 
{ag. Do not weep, do not weep ; alas the Pay: Hit nei 
Em. Has ſhe foriook ſo many noble Matches! A doth 
| Her Father? and her Country? and her Friends, o do 
| Io be call'd Whore / would it not make one alas Not all 
De/. It is my wretched Fortune, . ag. ] 
"Tag. Bechrew him for it: how. comes FT Trick vpn 12 Bu 
him? op | And he 
De /. Nay, Heaven doth know, © Def. ! 
Em, I will be hang'd if ſome eternal V3}: an, Ja. 
Some buſy and inſindating Rogue, 8 ak ho 
Some cogging and cozening Slave to get ſoine Ortce, The Me 
| Have not devisd this Slander: Til be hang 'd ele. 4 in ar 
log. Fie, there is no ſuch Man: it is apo ble. 


Deſ. It any ſuch there be, He ven pardon him. 
Em. A Halter pardon, and Hell gnaw his Pones: 
Why ſhould he call her Whore: who keeps her Company 


; How no1 


F I 


| What place: what time: what form: what liked lag. W 
| The Mcor's abus'd by forme moft viiiamous Knave, : Rd, E 


Some bale notorious Knave, ſome ſcurvy Fello' 
O Heaven, that ſuch Companions thou'vit aufold, Conve 
And put in every honeſt Hand a Whip. We of He 
To laſh the Raſcal naked thro? the V/orid, het 

| Even from the Eaſt to th' Weſt. We tooli! 


7 2: and 


| Jag. Speak. within Door. | ag. Wi 
* En Oy upon them ſome ſuch Squi re he u Nod. 1 
| | That turn'u your Wit the ſeamy tide . | r your 
AF And made you to fu! delt me vitli the Noor. W no ki. 
| las. You are a Fool, 0 to. War, You 
| | Def. Alas, Jago, „5 Rid, Wi 
| | What Mall 7 do 10 win I Lord: agai D* WE It of my 
| Good Friend, go to him; by his Light of 5.58 Wcliver 
| J know not low 7 0ͤ him, rig: 
Here 7 knes! : e Wrn'd me 


It cer my Will did tie kal, gaink his Love, t and / 
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ED; in Diſcourſe, or Thought, or actual Deed; 
Or that mine Eyes, mine Ears, or any Senſe, 

| Peibeed them on any other Form; 

Or that I do not yet, and ever did, 

Ind ever will (tho' he do ſhake me of 

10 beggarly Divorcement) love him dearly; 

f Ln forſwear me! Unkindneſs may do much, 
Ind his Unkindneis may defeat my Lite,  _ 
hut never taint my Love: I cannot ſay Whore, 
Eſt doth abhor me, now I ſpea.. the Word; 

To do the AR, that might th' addition earn, 


K 


ot all the World's Maſs of Vanity could make me. 
. I pray: you be content, tis but his Humour; 
pon be Buſineſs 


of the State does him Offence, 
And he does chide with you. : 

Deſ. If *ewere no other, 

© Jap, *Tis but ſo I warrant : To 

Mk how theſe Inſtruments ſummon to ſupper. [ Trumpet. 
Ofc, {The Meſſenger of Venice ſtays the Meat; | 


e. Jo in and weep not; all things ſhall be well  _ 
le. 2 | h | 5 . py 18 DLEx. Del, aud Emil. 
n. Wow now Rodorggo? __ e 0 
Des! K. BS Enter Rodorigo. 


Rod. I do not find that thou deal'ſt juſtly with me. 
ag. What in the contrary ? | 

: 5; and rather as it ſeems to me now, keep'ſt me from 
11, {]WlConyeniency, than ſupplieſt me with the leaſt Advan- 
ge of Hope: I will indeed no longer endure it, nor 
yet perſuaded to put up in Peace, what already L 
Ge tooliſhly ſuffered | 

g. Will you hear me, Rodbrigo? 

Rod. I have heard too much, 

r your Words and Performances 

e no kin together. | 

Har, You charge me moſt unjuſtly, 5 
Red. With nought but Truth. I have waſted myſelf 
of my Means; the Jewels you have had from me, 


— 2 
— 
— 


e eliver to Deſde nona, would half have corrupted a 


Mariſt: you have told m2 ſhe has receiv'd em, and 
nd me Expectations, and Comforts of ſudden Re- 
t and Acquaintance, but I find none. 
=” l D 3 Jag. 


* 
t 77, oc: 
4 177 
\ '\ 45 "I 
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, 


— 


Rd. Every day thou doffeſt me with ſome Device, 
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boy 
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my ſelt fobb din it. 


BW give over my Suit, and repent my unlawtu} -olliciz 

tion; if not, aſſure your ſelt, I'll ſeek Satisfaction of you, 
tendment of doing. 

from this Inſtant, do 1 build on thee a better Opinic 1 
haſt taken againſt me a moſt juſt Exception, but I pro 
teſt, I haye dealt moſt directly in thy Affair. 
Suſpicion is not without Wit and Judgment, But, 2: 
greater Reaſon to believe now than ever, (I mean, Fur 
the next Night following enjoy not Deſdemona, take nt 


_ from this World with Treachery, and deviſe Engie 
for my Life, © 8 


To depute Caſſio in Othello 's Place. 


Knocking out * Prains. 


Jag. Well, go to; very well. 
Rodl. Very well, go to! I cannot go to Man, Por iti 
not very well; ſay tis very leurvy, and be,, in ta find 


Jag. Very well. 
Red. I fay it is not very well; I will make my fel 
known to Deſdemons : if the will return me my. [ewes 


g | it,! 
Neceſſi 
Pound 


N + the 
KL 


Jag. You have ſaid now. 
Rod. Ay, and ſaid nothing, but what 1 protel {t» 


lag. Why now | ſee there's Mettle in thee; ard eyer 


than ever before, Give me thy Hand, Red rigo: Ibu 


| Red. It hath not appeared. 
Tag. I grant indeed it bath not appear'd; . von 


Aorigo, if thou haſt that in thee inde 4, which I hat 


pole, Courage and Valour) this Night ſhew it. Iftin 


1 0th, | 
ö Pnhwit 


557 

3 Em. N 
Del, 

e hath 
4 ® bid 
Em. 
12 ö 
Pire me 
\ e muſt 
Em: 
T's 
What eve 
Piithle 
F Er. | 
. 


Red. Well, what 1 is it? is it within Reaſon and ow 
tage Sir, chere is ſpecial Commiffion come tron 
Venice, 


Rod, Is that true? why then Othello and Peſindf 
Return again to Fenice. 
lag. Ono; he goes into 6 and taketh aw! 
with him | 
The fair Dejde mona, undef his abode be linger Ss. 4 
Here by ſome Accident: * herein none can be 0 & 
8 terminate, | 
As the removing of Caſſio. | 
Rod. How do you mean removing of him? 
| lag. * hy, by ma king him uncapable of Oe 
place; 5 
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Nad And that you would have me to do? j 
mM Ay, if you dare do your lelfa I rofit and a Right, 
1 le ar to Night with a Harlot ; and thither will I go to 
im. — lle knows not yet of his honourable Fortune: if 
ou will watch his going thence, (which i will faſhion to 
F out between tweive and one) you may take him 
Bt your Flealure,- | will be near to ſecond your Attempt, 
ice BN zd he ſhall fall between us. Come, ſtand not amaz d 
Bat it, but go along with me; I will ſhew you uch a 
ENeceſlity in his Death, that you ſhall think your (elf 
Pound to put it on him. It is now high dupper- time; 
; F the Night grows to waſte : about it. _ 


y 
1 


— 


— 


3 
a 


— 


9ç -.-. Hm LOenD 
— : 5 


— — 


d ever i | Red, I will hear further reaſon for this, 

Pina; Vg. And you ſhall be ſatisfied. _ Eren. 
1 wh b Othello, Deſdemona, Lodovico, Emilia, aud 

1 pro 1 ; Attendants. 


© 7d, I do beſeech you Sir, trouble your felf no further, 

b Oth. O pardon, *twill do me good to walk. 

: Teng Madam, good night, 1 humb y thank your La- 

Uip. 

905 Vour Honour i is moſt welcomes. 

Otb. Will you walk, Sir? O Deſdemena. 

De,. My Lord. 

tb. Get you to bed o'th Folding, l will be return'd 
wien; diſmiſs your Attendant there; look't be done. 

| [Fx Lod. and Och. 


d pott 
ut, N. 
L han 
n, Fur 
If that 
take 
Engint 

(pas! 
1d 2 
1e {ron 


0, I will, my. Lord. 

Em. How goes it now ? he looks gentler than he lid, 
Deſ. He ſays he will return incontinent ; 

1 e hath commanded me to go to bed, 

= bid me to diſmiſs you, 85 

Em. Diſmiſs me! 

175 it was his bidding; therefore good Emil: 45 

Fire me my nightly wearing, and adicu, 


el demi 


etl a4 


d Wi: mutt not now dilpleaſc him. — 
be to 6 Em: Would you had never ſeen him. Fl 
be: So weuld not I, my | ove doth ſo approve him 1 

1 That even his *tubbornneſs, his Checks, his Frowns, bf 
ich ee unpin me) have Grace and Favour in them, bi 

{ 0" Em. I have laid thoſe Sheets you bad me en the Ped, | 


| 0 All's one: good Father 7 how tooliſk are ar J 


Minds? | 
pz "| 


S 
e A 


| 
| 


76 Olelb, the Moor of Venice. 


She was in Love, and he ſhe lov'd prov'd mad, 


And ſhe died ſinging it. That S dong to night 5 
VV ill not go from my Mind; 
I've much a do, 


Ibis TLodovico is a proper Man. 


i foot to Paleſtine for a Touch of his nether - Lip. 


, The poor Soul ſat ſinging by a Scamore Tree, 


5 © + Nay, that's not next: hark, who ist that knocks?) 


©, get thee gone, good night; mine Eyes do itch, 
Doesthat bode weeping ? 


7 Dot thou 1n Conlcience think ( tell me Emilia) 


8 
73 


ET hat th 


If I do die before $004 prithee ſhroud me 4 Lea 
In one of thele ſame Sheets. . E Def 
Fm. Come, come; you talk. . 


Deſ. My Mother had a Maid call'd Barbara, 


. ing did forlake her; ſhe had a Song of Willow, 
An old thing 'twas, but it expreſt her Fortune, 


But to go hang my Head al at one ade, and ſing i it lik þ 
poor Barbara, Prithee diſpatch. _ j 
Em. Shall I go fetch your N een 7 


eint rin 
Deſ. No, unpin me here. 


Ectticoat 
the uv 
usband 
Enture [ 
© Def. B 
For the v 


Em. A very handſome Man. 
Def. He ſpeaks well, 
Em. I know a Lady i in Venice would have walled barb 


Deſdemona ſings. 


ſing all a green Willow ; 

Hey Hand on her Boſom, her Head en her Knees 
ſing willow, willow, willow, _ 

The freſh Streams ran by her, and murmur d her moan; 
fing willow, willow, willow. 

Her ſalt Tears fell from ber, and ſeſtned the Stones; 
ſing willew, Ce. (Lay by te) 

_ TWillow, willow. 

(Prithee hie thee, he'll come anon?) 

Sing all a green will muſt be my Garland. 

| Tet m body blame him, his ſcorn I approve. 


d pour 
Felle bre 
Wrowing 
cant o 
by we eh 
| have; 
L ir W iv 
W bave 1 
EHusba 
Wen they 
Wink it ! 
Pink it « 


Em, Tis the Wind. (then! 
Def. I calld my Love falſe Lovez but what ſaid 
ſing willow, willow, willow. 

I ccurt mere Women, youll couch with more Men. 


Em. "Tis neither here nor there. 
Def. I have heard it ſaid ſo: O theſe Men! 


That 
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hat there be Women do abuſe their Husbands 
Ir ſuch groſs kind? 


Em. There be ſome ſuch, no queſtion. 


E Def, Wouldſt thou do ſuch a Deed for all the World ? 
Em. Why, would not you? 


t Deſ. No, by this heavenly Light. : 

Ew. Nor I neither, by this beavenly Light, 

If might doit as well inthe dark, 

Deſ. Wouldſt thou do ſuch a Deed for all the World? 


pra {mall Vice. 

„ Ze In troth I think thou wouldſt not. 

it le kr. In troth I think I ſhould, and undo't when 1 

done; marry I would not do fuch a thing for a 
Petticoats, or Caps, nor any petty exhibition: but for 

the whole Werld; why who would not make her 

Husband a Cuckold, to make him a Monarch ? I thould 

Enture Purgatory for it. | 

Da., Beſhiew me, if I would do ſuch a Wrong 

br the whole World. 

Em. Why the Wrong is but a Wrorg ith World; 
having The World for your Labour, *tis a Wre ng 

3 own World, and you might quickly make ic 
= 

De. do not think there is any ſuch Woman, 

Em. Yes, a dozen; and as many to th' vantage, as 

puld ſtore the World the y play'd for. 

at I do think it is their Husbands Fau'ts, 

Wives do fall; ſay that they ſlack their Duties, 

A pour out Treaſures into foreign Laps; 

elle break out in pecviſh J-alouſizs, 

Wrowing reſtraint on us; or ſay they ſtrike us, 

(cant our former haying in delpite 


d bark 


ks?) ve have Galls, and tho' we have tome Grace: 
47 t have we ſome Revengz. Let Husbands know 5 
; ſaid! ir Wives have Senſe like them; they lee and ſmell EE 56 


Abave their Palates both for ſweet and four , 
FHusbands have. What is that they do, 
In they change us for others? is it Sport? 
Wink it is; and doth Affection breed it 7 A 
Fink it doch: Ist Frailty that chus errs-3 
9 2 „ 


an 
n 2 — . 
— — —U—— cr  INITINS = 22 


Em. The World is a huge thing; it is A great Price 


int ring, or for Meaſures of Lawn, nor for Gowns, 
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78 Othelh, the Moor of Venice. 
It is fo too; and have not we AﬀeRions ? 

Deſires for Sport; and Frailty as Men have? 
Then let em uſe us well, elſe let them know, 
The Ills we do, their Ills inſtruc us to. | 


Deſ. Good night; good night; Heayen me ſuch u 
cl, 


Not to pick bad from bad, but by bad mend. ¶ Er 


eee 
Ae FV. SSEN REI 


The Street, 


Enter Iago and Rodorigo, 
lag, H E RE ftand behind this Bulk, ſtrait will 
e eOme: oe | | 

Wear thy good Rapier bare, and put it home; 
Quick, quick, fear nothing; I'll be at thy bow. 
It makes us, or it mai us: think of that, 
And fx moſt firm thy Relolution, | 
Ned. Be near at hand, I may miſcarry in't. 
lag. Here at thy hand; be bold and take thy Sw 

Ned. I have no great Devotion to the Decd; 

_ Yet he hath given me ſatisfying Reaſons; 

ITis but a Man gone: forth my Sword; he dies. 

lag. | aſide. | I have rubb'd this young Gnat alindl 
the Senle, 5 | 

And he grows angry: now whether he kill Caſio, 

Or C2 bim, or cach do kill the other, 
Every way makes my Gain, Live R: diigo, 

Ile calls me to a Reititution large, | 
Of Gold and Jewels that I bobb'd from him, 
As Gitts to Deſdemena. os 
It mult not be. It Caſſio do remain, 

He has a daily Peauty is Life, | 
That makes me ugly: and beſides the Moor 
May unfold me to him; there ſtand I in! eril: 
No, he muſt dic, Be't ſo, I hear him coming. 
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= Enter Caſſio. h 
3 La. I know his geit, 'tis he: Vill ian, thou died. b 


He runs at Caſſio, and wounds Dims 
F a. That Thruſt had been mire Enemy indeed, 

30 that my bat is better than ruou know'ſt: 

BW make roof of thine. 


2 — 
p a 


— — 
— 


[Ex E Rod, O, I am Jain, [Fight and bth {alt Y 
; _ [ am maimd ior ever; heip ho, murder, mur⸗ 8 
Enter Oth ho ab:ve at aVindw, | der. 1 


n | 0th. The + cice ot Cajfto, lago keeps his Word, 
WEL | Ned. 0 Villain that } ain ! 

0th. is even to, is, 

(aj, O he'p ho! light, a Surgeon ! 

096. iis he! O bave 7ago. honeſt and juſt, 

bat bait {uh noble enſe of thy. Friend's Wrong 
Ibou teacheit me — Minton, your Dear lies dead, 
And your at- hies apace. Strumpet, | come: 
From off my cat thoſe © harms thine Eyes are botted 


- —_— S/n. i 1 
e eee eee. 
— * EY — by \- 


- will V2 ed Lut-ttain' ory mall with Luit S Blood be ported. 
4 E * 7 S:- | 
| 1 ator Ledovico and Gratiano: [ > urder. 2A 
75 | 3 Cal. V. bar 10% NO Wat. h 2 10 } 4112: 8e 9 NMurd«e 15 ih 
ra. is ne! J iſchar ce, the V 0100 is very diretul. ; 
Caf. O hei p! | | | 0 
Lid. E ark f 
5 Ss Kad. O wreteh 22 . i ain! 4 
Lid. Iwo or three-t;roans It is a heavy Night; 0 
f Theile ma) b 0 Ss 187 FL let — th ink” t unlafe. : | 
JA C 170 Come eo the ; * WI thut m re he. p- | L 
almoſt Rid, No body come. then mall I bleed to euch {4 
1 -- BRI 4480 77 75 A, Hit. » 
79 ö Lod, Hark 1 
| Gra, Here $ one comes in his Shirt, wich Lights and 1 
V eapats. {| 
lag. ho's th Dre? M hole noiſe is ; this that cries out ; | 
E Murder 7 5 
lod. We do not know. 0 
| Jag, Do not you hear a Cry? 5 | Þ 


caſ. Here, here: for Heaven s lake belp n me. 
lag. What's the matter? 


Cra. This is Ot he llo's Ancient, as ] take it. 
Lid. The lame indeed, a very valiant Fellow. | 


c 
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80 Othello, the Moor of Venice. 


lag. M hat are you here that cry ſo grievouſly? 


Y 4 er 
* N „ 
* = 0 
1 


Caf. lago O I am fpoil'd, undone by Villains! WM g 


Give me ſome help. >. | | | Kro1 
lag. O me, Lieutenant, what Villains have done this Alas 
Caf. I think that one of them is hereabout, | Rode 

And cannot make away, _ Ks 
Lag. O treacherous Villains 1 1. 

What are you there? conie in and give ſome help, Gra 

Fed. O help me there, . 10 
Caſ. That's one of em. Þ ö | J 5 

Jag. O murderous Slave, O Villain! [Stags 3 bat. 
Rodl. O damn'd Jag, O inhuman DSS # Shy 
lag, Kill Men ith' dark! where be theſe bloody big. 
Thieves? e | | Ca 


How filent is this Town? Ho, Murder, Murder! . . 


What may you be? are you of good or evil ? dome 


Ted. As you ſhall prove, praiſe us. 'Þ 1 
Jag. Seignior Ledevico? Cs * a 


Jag. I ery you Merey: here's Caſſie, hurt by Villain far 
Sera. Caſſie? | Do 8 Hack 


lag How is it Brother? 55 he 

Caſe My Leg is cut in two, ; 5h . 
lag. Marry Heaven forbid. - CC 
Light Centlemen, I'll bind it with my Shirt. 0 


Bian. What is the matter ho? who is't that cried ? 
Jag. Who ist that cried ? 1 VV„ 
Hob. 15 my dear Cafſio, my ſweet Cao, O Caſh 
Caſſio, Calſio, | | | 
Jag. O notable Strumpet. Cafſio, may you ſuſpect 
Vho they ſhould be that have thus mangled you? 
_ Caf. No. | 


Em. 
Husban 
ag. 
Ey Red 


e's al, 


Gra. I am forry to find you thus: I have been to ſel . ; 
YOU, - 2D | 5s . 3 1 kng 
lag. Lend me a Garter, So ho for a Chair hat, c 

to bear him ealy hence. | BY 

BHian. Alas he faints, O Caſſio, Caſſio, Caſſio Lie ( 
lag. Gentlemen all, | do ſuſpect this Traſh Es | 

To be a party in this Irjury : patience a whi le, good Lia. | 
EE Caſſio: | 3 | | Is You 
Come, come, lend me a Light: Em. 
7 NS 55 TI Kron 11. F 


1 X now: we this Face, Or no ? 
Als my Friend, and my dear Countryman | 
de ige? ro: yes ſure; yea, 'tis Rodrigo. 
Fra. What, of Venice? 
1. Even he, Sir, did you know him? 
| Gra, Know him? Ay. 
Jag. Senior Gratiano? I cry your gentle Pardons: 
ET hele blovdy Accidents muſt eacuice my Manners, 
bet ſo negleted you. 
65 bin Gra, 1 am glad to fee ou. 
1g. How do . Caſio? O, a Chat; a Chir 
bio Gra, Roderige ? 
| lag. He, he, tis he: O that's well ſeid, the Ch air. 
ler! Come good Man bear him carefully from hence, 
etch the General's s Surgeon : tor you, Miſtrets, 
Fare you your Labour. ie that lies lain here, Cao, 
Mas my dear Friend: what. Mal'ce was betwixt you? 
HW ci. None in the World; nor-do | know the Man. 
Villain lag. What look you pale : ? O hear him out o 'th* Air, 
dtay you good Gentlemen? look you pale, Miſtreſs? 
Po you perceive the Gaſtn:{s of her Eye ? 
Nay, it you ſtare, we fhal] hear more anon. 
Echold her well 1 pray you; look upon her, 
Do you ee Gentlemen ; nay, Guiltirefs 
a peak, tho' Tongurs were out of uſe. 
Enter Emilia. 
| Eur. Alas what is the matter? what i is the nntter. 
Husband? 
Ja. Cafſio hath here been ſet on in the dark 
Ey Rederigo, and Fellows that are ſcapt; 
es almott flain, and Red.; g dead. 
Em. Alas good Gentlemen T alas- good Caſſio!' 
| lag, Ihis is the Fruit of W horing ; pray Emilia, 
bo know of Caſſio where be ſupb to night. 
Whit, do you ſhake at this? 


e this 


IP, 


ied 1 
e 


uſpect 
3 


n to ſeek 


a Chair 


%%, O did he fo? 1 charge you go with me, 
En. O ty upon thee, Strumpet. 

Tia. Jam no Strumpet, but ct Lite. as honeſt. 
is you that thus abuse ne. 

En. As 1? fy upon thee. 

ag, Rind Gentlemen, let's lee poor Casio dieb; 


le, good 


Kron 
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| 5:2, He ſut at my Houle, but I therefore ſhake not; 


D. 5 | Come. 


| 


2 n 


} 


82 Othello, the Moor of Venice. 
Come Miſtreſs, you muſt tell's another Tale, 
Emilia, run you to the Citadel, | 
And tell my Lord and Lady what has hapt : 
Will you go on afore ? This is the Night 


That either makes me, or fordoes me quite. rx: 


Enter Othello with a Light, and Deſdemona in me 1 


Uth, It is the Caule, it is the Cauſe, my Sou! 
Let me not name it to you, you chaſte Stars: 
It is the Cauſe, Yet I not ſhed her Blood, 
Nor fear that whiter Skin of hers than Snow, 
And {mooth as monumental Alablaſter: 

Yet ſhe muſt die, elle ſhe'll betray more Men — 
Put out the Light, and then put out the Light: 
If I quench thee, thou flaming Miniter, 

I can again thy former Light reſtore, 

Should I repent + but once put thy Light: 
Ihcu cunning Fattern of excelling Nature, 

FI know not where is that romethean Heat - 


5 


That can thy Light relumine. When I have pluckt th 


1 cannot give it vital Growth again, 


_ Faſtice to break her Sword. One more; one more: 
Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 
And love thee after — one more — that s the laſt : 
So ſweet was ne'er fo fatal! i muſt weep, _ 
But they are cruel Tears: this Sorrow's heavenly 
It ſtrikes where it dees love — ſhe wakes. 
De/ſ. Who's there? Othello? 
Ott. Ay, Deſdm na & 
Def. Will you come to bed, my Lord? 
Oth. Have you prayed to Night, Deſdemena? 
Def. Ay, my Lord. . 
Oth. If you bethink yourſelf of any Crime, 
VUnreconcil'd as yet to Heaven and Grace, 
SOollicit for it ſtrait, | | _ 
Dieſ. Alas my Lord, what do you mean by that! 
Oth. Well, do it, and be brief; I will walk by; 
I would not kill thy unprepared Spirit: 
No, Heavens foretend, I would not kill thy Soul, 
De. Talk you of killing? 


„ de 
It muſt needs wither: l' ſmell thee on the Tree ; | ki 
Ob balmy Breath, that doſt almoſt perſuade wi - 


That 


0th 


Some b 


* 
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W015. Ab, 1 d(0. 3 3 f 
Deſ. Then Heaven have Mercy on me. „ Jl 
- 0th. Amen, with all my Heart. | 1 

e. If you ſay fo, I hope you will not kill me. 
| F'x2ut 3 0%. Hum. 3 53 0 8 6 | 
"WW 7c. And yet I fear you: for are fatal then | 

ber hben your Eyes roll ſo. Why I ſhould fear, I know not. 4 

ESince Guilt 1 know not: yet I feel I fear. ll; 

ob. Think on thy Sings bi 

Deſ. They're Loves I bear to you. il 

tb. Ah, and for that thou dieſt, EE Þ 

| Deſ. That Death's unnatural, that kills for loving, 

Alas, why gnaw you fo your nether Lip?  _—+ 

dome bloody Paſſion ſhakes your very Frame; 

Theſe are Portents: but yet I hope, I hope 

They do not point on me. „ 

0th. Peace, and be ſtill, 

Def, 1 will ſo, what's the matter? Pe 

0th. That Handerchief which I ſo loy'd. and gave 

S-- thee; CE 1 

Thou gaveſt Caſſio. 5 

De. No, by my Life and Soul: 

„end for the. Nan and ak him. | 

0565. Sweet-Soul, take heed, take heed of Perjury, 

Thou art on thy Death-hed. 1 

F = Def. Ay, but not yet to die. 

25. Preſently :. | ä 

| [herefore confeſs thee freely of thy Sin, 

kor to deny each Article with Oath 

Cannot remove, nor chosk the ſtrong Conception 

That I do groan withal: thou art to die. 

Deſ. O Heaven have Mercy on me. 

(th, I lay Amen. | T 

| Def. And have you Mercy too. 

never did offend you in my Lite; ne'er loy'd. Caſſo,, 

© But with ſuch general Warrantry of Heaven, 

sI might love. I never gave him Token. 

Otb. By Heaven I ſaw my Handkerchiet in's Hand. 

O perjur'd Woman! thou doſt ſtone my Heart, 

And mak'ſt me call, what I intend to do. 

A Murder, which thought a Sacrifice. 

k 1 law the Handkerchief. 5 
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hat? 
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Def 
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Let him confeſs a Truth. 


I that am erue!, am yet mercitu!, 


*Tis like the comes to ſpeak of Caſſios Death; 


If ſhe com: in, ſhe'll ſure ſpeak to my M iie; 


| Should yawn at Alteration 


Def. He found it then, 5 
I never gave it him, ſend for him hither; 


Qth, He has confeſt.. 

Deſ. What, my Lord? | 
Oth. That he hath—uſcd thee, | = 

Def. How, unlawfully. ? 2 En. 


Oth.. Ay. . = 2/7) 
Def. Ne will not ſay ſo. 9 En. 
Orth. No, his Mouth is ftopp'd 2: E Oth, 
Honeſt Jago hath ta'en order bort, be co 
D. /. O my Fair interprets. What, is he dead? ¶ And m 

. 0th, Had all his Hairs been Lives, | En. 
My great Revenge had Stomach for em all. ald 
Dieſ. Alashe is betray'd, and [| undone, 05. 
Otb. Out Strumpet! weepſt thou for him to my FA Em. 
D O bariſh me my Lord, but kill me not. Otb. 
Oth. Down Strumpet. OP EE And ſi 


Deſ. Kill me to morrow, let me live to night. Def, 
nb. Nay, if ycu ſtrive. | 1 
Dieſ. But half an Hour 


©:h. Being dore there is no pauſe. En. 
Leſ. But while I ſay one Praxer. | He Nifles help. 
Oh. Tis too late. [ Emi lia calls withWwcer ! 


Em. My Lord, myLord ! what ho! my Lord, my Loi 
Oth. What Noiſe is thi ? net dead ? not yet quite dell 


F wou'd not have thee linger in tby Pain. So, fo, 
Em. What ho! my Lord, my Lord! 
Oth . Who's there? ä 
Ein. O my good Lord, I'd ſpeak a word with you 
tb. Yes, tis Emilia—by and by—ſhe's dead. 


The Noiſe was high. Hah, vo more moving? 
Still as the Crave, Shall ſhe come in? wer't good? 
Ithnk ſhe ſtirs again c- what's the beſt ? 


My Wiſe! my Wife! what Ve? 1 have no Wit, 
O in{upportable ! O heavy Hour, 
Methinks it ſhould be now a huge Ecliple _ 
Of Sun and Mcaen, and that the atfrighted Globe 


b. Othells, the Moor of Venice. B 
. En. I do-beſeee you I may ſpeak with. you, O goad 
J my Lord | 
E 0th. 1 had forgot thee: O come in Fate 
] 4 by and by; let me the Curtains draw. 
N Where art thou? what's the matter with thee now.? 3 
Enter Emilia. 
Ezn. 0 my good Lord, vonder s foul Murder done. 
| tb. What now? 
1 Em, But now; my Lord, 
Otb. it is the very Error of the 8 | 
de comes more near the Earth than ſhe was wont, 
ad? Ard makes Men mad. 
| Em. Caſſio, my Lord, has kill'd a young Venctians 
* d Rodorigo. 
= Oth, Roderigo kill 4, and Caſſi 70 kill'd : ? 
ny Fag Em. No, Cafſio is not kill d. 
0 tb. Not Caffio kill'd | then Murder's out of tune, 
E ſweet Revenge grows harſh, 
Ft. De. O fallly, falfly murder'd ! 
Em. Alas, what Cry is waar ? 
Otb. That, what? 
Em. Out and alas, that. was my Lady's Voice... 
Help, help, ob, help! O Lady ipeak again, 
ſweet De de mena, O ſweet Miſtreſs, ſpeak. 
Deſ. A cuiltieſs Death | die. 
Em. O Who has done this Deed? 
Deſ. No body, I my ſelf, farewel; | 
Commend me to my kind I. nd. O farewel, | She dies. 
btb. Why, how thould ſtie de murder d 5 
Em. Alas, who knows? 
| Cth, You heard her ſay her ſelf, it was not J. 
Em. She ſaid ſo, I muſt needs report a Truth. 
| 0th, She's like a Lyar gone to burning, Hell; 


ies 
1% with 
my L. ord 
lite deaf 


ſo. 


with YOu 
ad. 


; 2 b was I that kill'd her. 
good? Eu. O, the more Angel ſhe, 
| Ind you the blacker Devil. * 
0th. She turn'd to Folly, and ſhe was a Whorez 
Wife. En. Thou doſt bely her, and thou art a Devil. 
tb. She was falſe as Water. 
Em. Thou art raſh as Fire, 
be 0 lay that ſhe was falſe: O the was heavenly true, 


| 0h, Ge to did top " ask thy Husbaud elle. | 


_— 
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"To this Extretity. Thy Husband knew it all. 


I hat ſticks on filthy Heeds. 


OI were damn'd beneath all Depth in Hell, 
But that did proceed upon juſt Grounds 


Em. My Husband ? = * 
Ot h. Thy Husband. _ Wn s 
Em. I hat ſhe was falſe to Wellock ; 9 ez. 
Ot h. Ay, with Caſſio: had ſhe been true, = 177 
If heaven would make me ſuch another W orld, . 
Of one entire and perlect RTE, wr pon n 
I'd not boy e ſold her for it. 5 Wh: fall 
Em. Ny Husband ! " | = 7% 

Ot. Ay, *twas he that told me firſt ; = | Ev. 


An honeſt Man he is, and hates the Slime BEE 2 
| F. Al 


Em. Ny Husband? Em. 
Oth. VM hat needs this iteration? Woman, i lay 5. 
Husband. | 677. 
E. Oh Miſtreſs! v illany bath made Mocks y ithl a Jun. 
My Husband ſay ſhe was falſe? | Em. 
Oth. He Woman; I fay thy Husband; doſt ure think: 
ſtand the Word? MMtioug!! 
My Friend, thy Husband, honeſt, honeſt Jago. Villai 
Em. If he fay ſo, may his pernicious Sou! Ig. 
Rot half a Grain a Day: he lyes to th' Heart. . 
She was too fond of her moſt * Bargain. Lis pro} 
e erhaps, 
De thy worſt?: 0b. < 
T his Deed of thine is no more worthy Menden Em. | 
Than thou waſt worthy her. or thou 
Oitb. Peace, you were beſt, hat et 
Em. Thou haſt not half the Power to do me e harm 0th, C 
As I have to be hurt: O Gull, O Dolt ! ſearce d 
As ignorant as Dirt; thou haſt done a Deed —— Whole B. 
I care not for thy Sword, I'll make thee known, know t! 
Tho I loſt twenty Liyes——help, help, O! help! . F 
The Moor has kill'd my Miſtreſs, Murder, MurdWhy mat; 
Enter Montano, Gratiano, Iago, aud others. ore his 
Mon. M hat is the matter? how now General? lis figh 
Em. O, are you come, Jago? you have done welt e, cur 
That Men mult lay their Murders on your Neck. nd fall t. 
Gra, What is the matter? Oth, *] 
Em, Dilproye this Villain, if thou be'ſt a Man: {Miu he 


\ 
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e gays thou toldſt him that his Wife was falle: | 
row thou didſt not, thou art not ſuch a Villain, 
Peak, for my Teart is fu“! 5 | | 
lag. | told him what | thought; and told no more 
han what he found him'clt was apt and true... 

Em. Fut did you ever tell him ſhe was falſe? 

Em. You told a Lye; an odious damned Lye; 
pon my Soula Lye, a wicked Lye. 

Wh: falſe with Caſſt-? did you ſay with Caſſie? 

ag. With Caſſio, Niftreſs; go to, charm your Tongue. 


Ey. | wilnct charm m3 Tongue, Pm bound toſpeak 


A. O Heavens forefend! lO 
Em. And your Reports have ſet the Murder on. 


| {ay 0 0b. Nay, ſtare not Matters, it is true indeed. 
1 672. Lis a ſtrange Truth, | 
th Lo en. O montrous A! 


oft und 


9. 5 


p Villainy. VIillany! 55 „ 
ag. hat, are you mad ? I charge you get you home. 
En. Good Gent emen, let me have leave to ſpeak ; 
Wis proper | obey him, but not now: 
erhaps, Iago, I will ne'er go home. 5 
0th. Ob, oh, ch. „ [Falls en the Bed. 
5 Em. Nay, lay thee down, and roar: 
or thou haſt kill d the ſweeteſt Innocent 
bat eer did lift up Eye. 
e harm t. O ſhe was foul! . | 
are did know you, Uncle; there lies your Niece, 
bose Breath indeed thele Hands have newly ſtopt; 
wn, ow this Act ſhews horrible and grim, 
help! 7. Poor Deſdemona I'm glad thy Father's dead: 
Murd: by match was mortal to him; and pure Grief — 
others. Wore his old Thread in twain: did he live now, 
ral? lis fight would make him do a deſperate Turn; 
one welt, curſe his better Angel from his Side, 
eck. nd fall to Reprobation. . 
140. Tis pitiful, but yet Jago knows, 
Man: 


Em. Vilany, Villany, Villany! 
think upon t—I think—\ melt Villany; 
thought fo then; I'l] kill my (elf for Grief, 


ut the with Caſſio hath the Act of Shams 


\ 


_ 
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Which J firſt gave; 1 ſaw it in his Hand; = 
It was an Handkerchicf, an antique Token 1 5 
My Father gave my Mother. 80 1Þc 


And 1 did gire't my Husband, 


=O murderous \. - v&COmb ! what ſhould ſuch a Fo 
Do wich 10 200 a Wife? 


Come, guard the Door without, let him not pa's 
Eut kill him rather; III atter that ſame Villan, 
For *tis a damned Slave, ¶Exeunt Mon. aud G 


Bu why jhould Honc ur dut-ive Honelt) ? 
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A chouſand times „ Caſſio confeſt it: | . 6 
And ſhe did gratify his amorous Works | 4” 
With that Recognilance and P ledge of Love. | 2 


On, O Heaven, O heavenly Powers! | bu 
lag. Come, hold your peace. 1 0 8 


Em. Iwill out, twill out — I peace ! no, 


| 7 I] peak as liberal as the Air: * 
Let Heaven, and M m, and Devi 85 let them all, g "th 
All, all cry Shame againſt me, yet I'll ſpeak, 0 k 
Jag. Be Wie, and get 1 home. ö Fa 
Em; J will not. | lago fers to tab his . 975 
Gra, Fy, your Sword upon a Woman ? b 5 
En. O thou dull Moor! that Handk erch.cf thi 3 

{ ealk {t of, N 4 

I found Fortune, and did give my Husband; ; ody 
For often with a ſolemn Ea.neſtnefs : han 5 
(More than indeed belonz'd to ſuch a e us 
He beg'd. of me to ſteal it. E not 
Jag. Villanous Whore! | ere is 


Em. She give it Caio? Alas? I found ir, rer 


Do you 
Wan, by 
nd he 
Wow dof 
Plc as 
4 his Lo 
Ind Fic, 
Fer lik 
hip me 
Jom thi 
WW me 
Bll me 
l Deſde 


e Loi 


| 2 * 
vt, TI 


las, Filth, thou lyeſt. | 
Em. By Bean {do not Gentlemen: 


[ago breaks thr.”, and wounds his Wiſe, then ran d 
Oth. Are there no Stones in Heaven, 

But what ſerve for the Thunder? Precious Vila 
Gra. Ihe Woman falls; ſure he has hath killd his i 
Em. Ay, ay; O lay me by my Miſtreſs vice. 
Gra. He's gone, but his Wife's kill'd. 

Men. *Tis a notorious Villain; take this Weapon, 

Which I recover d have here from the Moor: 


0th. i am not valiant neither, 
Put every puny V\ hipſter gets my Sword. 


— ———̃ — —— — > 
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et it go all. 3 „ 

Em, What did thy Song bode, Lady ? POR: 

| Kick, car'ſt thou hear me? I will play the Swan, 
Ind die in Muſick ; Willow, Willow, Willow, 
Moor, ſhe was chaſte, ſhe loy'd thee, cruel Moor: 
go come my Soul to bliſs, as I fpeak true; 
ö & {peaking as I think, alas, J die. 3 { She des. 
tb. IJ have another Weapon in this Chamber, 
Ht was a Sword of Spain, the Ebro's Temper; : 
O here it is: Uncle, I muſt come forth. | Gra.within, 
Cra. If thou attempt it, it will coſt thee dear; 
Thou haſt no Weapon, and pertorce muſt ſuffer. 

E 0th. Look in upon me then, and ſpeak with me; 
Or naked as I am, I will aſſault thee. | h 
Cra. What is the matter? 

© 0th, Lo! I have a Weapon, 

better never did itſelf ſuſtai ng 

pon a Soldier's Thigh. I've ſeen the Day, 

That with this little Arm, and this good Sword, 
Tbare ade my way thro! more Impedimens 
ban Fenty times ycur Stop. But O vain Boat! 
Who can controul his Fate? 'tis not ſo now. 

E not afraid, tho' you do ſee me weapon'd; 

gere is my Journey's End, here is my Butt, 

Ihe very Sea-mark of my utmoſt Sail. 

Bo you go back diſmay'd ? tis a loſt Fear: 

yan, but a Ruſh againſt Othello's Breaſt, 

nd he retires, W here ſhould Othello go? 

Wow doſt thou look now? O ill-ſtarr d Wench ! 

pic as thy Smock! When we ſhall meet at Compt, 

is Look of thine will hurl my Soul from Heaven, 
dd Fiends will ſnatch at it. Cold, cold, my Girl ? 
n like thy Chaſtity, O curſed Slave! 

Pp me, you Devils, = 

om the Poſſeſhon of this heavenly Sight; 

WW me abcut in Winds, roaſt me in Sulphur, 

bl me in ſteep down Gulpbs of liquid Fire: 

| Deſdemcna | Heſdemona dead, dead! O, O. . 
tr Lodovico, Caſſio led in wende d, Montano, and 
lago Priſoner with Officers. x 
Lad. Where is this raſh and moſt unfortunate Man? 
td. That's he that was Othello: here 1 am. 


4 Fort 
run (0 


Villain 
d his NI 
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Weapon 
Or 

t paß 
illain, 8 
and 


| Lad f 


go Otello, the Moor of Venice. 
Ted. Where is that“ iper? br ng the Villain forth, 
Oth. I look down towards his Eeet but that's& F 


If that thou be'ſt a Devil, i cannot ki thee, 


Othello weunds in 


Zed Wrench his Sword from him. 
Jas. I bleed, Sir, but rot kill'd. 
Oth. lam not ſorry neither, l'd have thee liy ve; 
For in my Senſe tis happireſs to die. 
Ted. © thou Othe . that wert once ſo 6804, 
Faln in the l ractice of a on: ed Slave, 
V hat thai} be ſaid to thee? 
Oth. M by any thirg; 
An honourable &. urtherer, i if you will : : 
For nought did tin Hate, but all in Honour. 
Tod. I his M retch hath part confeſt his Viany: 
Did you and he conſent in Caſio s Death? 
Oth. AJ,, 
Caſ. Dear Ceneral, T never gave you Cauſe, | 
GOth | do beleve it, ard J ask your Pardon: 
Vit! you, I pray demand that demy Devil, 
Why he bati thus ininar'd my Soul and Bedy ? 


lag. Pemand me noth 285 what you kno \W, You lenot 


From this time forth ! never will ſpeak ' Word. 
Lid. M hat, not to . 
Cra. 10 r ments Wik OPe Your Lips. 
Ch. Ve!, thou doſt beſt... 
e in you {hall underſtand what hath belalt, 
V hh, as thirk, you know not: heres a Lettet 
Fenrd in the” ckrt of rhe flain Rd; 
And here arcother; one of them imports 
The catb o Ca, to be unde cook by Rodrigo. 
Oth. O Villain? 
Ca. 0 bear beriih. and moſt grols! 
Jed. here's another oilconterted Paper, 


Feu Th ” whe 


| | OC det LOO ; Any 1 this, it ſeems, 
Ra. ms at have lent this damned Villain; 
But that * Ji in the interim 


Came: ara tatisfy'd bim. 
. ou pervivious © ,aitiff ! 
How came 5a Calli, by chat eee 
That was my! ite s? 
Cafe 1 found it in my Chamber; 
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| Fun can torment him much. and hot. bl him longs 


F that the Nature of your Fault be known 
x the Venetian State. Come bring away. 
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Ind he himſelf confeſt it but even en w. 
hat there he d:opt it, for a ſpecicl — 0 5 

(hich wrought to his Deſire. 

| 0th, O Fool, Fool, Foot! 

| Caſe There is beſides in Rd rigs 7 etter, 

ow he upbraids I ge, that be made him 

Brave me upon the Match; whereon it came | 
That wascaſt; and ever now he | pak, 2 Ft | 


ter long ſeeming dead, Iage hurt nim, 
. ſet him on. | 


Led. You mult forſake this Room, and go wich us; — 


| our Power and your Command is taken off, 


Hud Caſſio rules in Cypries. For this slave, = 
If there be any cunning + 1uelty, i 


t hall be his. Ycu ſhall clcle Frifoner reſt, 


| 0th, Soft you; a Word or two before you's GOs 


re done the State ſome Service, and they know 3 

No more of that. I pray you in your Letters, 

hen you ſhall theſe unlucky Deeds relate, 

. of me as I am. Nothing extenuate, 

Nor {et down ought in Þ alice, Then muſt you ſpeak 
Of one that lov'd not wiſely, but too well; 

PO! one not eaſily j-alous ; but being wrought, 
EPcrp'ext in the extreme; of one whoſe Hand, 

Like the bale Indian, threw a Pearl away, 

{Richer than all his Tribe; of one whole Eyes, | 
IA beit unuſed to the melting Mood, | 
Nop Tears as fait as the Arabian 5 rees 
Ibeir medicinal Gums, Set you down this, 

Ana lay doligFty that in Aleppo once, 

here a+ aliznant and a i urband Turk 

Beat a ie and traduc'd the State, 

EI took by th' l hroat the circumciſed Dog, 1 ö 
And ſinote him thus. (Stats fin ] 


Lod. O bloody eriod! 
Gra, All that is {poke f is marr'd. 
Oth. I kiſt thee ere! kill'd thee, no way but this, 
| Killing my ſelf, to die upon a Kits. [He dies. 
5 1 his did 1 is but Res he had no "FM ; 
or 
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This is the Work; the Object poiſons Sight 75 
* 


For they ſucceed to j ou To you, Lord Governor, 
The Time, the Place, the Torture; O enforce it. 


This heavy Act, with heavy Heart relate. 


For he was of great Heart. 

Tod. O Spartan Dog, 

More fell than Anguiſh, Hunger, or the Sea, 
Look on the tragick Loading of this Bed; | 


Let it be hid. Grat iano, keep the Hou 3 
And ſeize upon the Fortunes of the Moor, 


Remains the Cenſure of this helliſn Villain, 


My ſelf thall trait abroad, and to the State, nd t. 


[Exeunt emen 
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LDVERTISEMENT, 

g f 5 Now Pabliſh'd, we 
Wd to be had of R. WarLkxzR, Printer of 
WE Spaxespran's and all the other Excrisn 

(liel. 


| PLAYS, at SHAKESPEAR'S Head in Turn- 
E again-Lane, Snow-Hill. 


HE firſt Volume compleat of Shakeſpear's PLAYS, 
which contains the Six following, v.z _ 


. Hamlet Prince of Denmark, a Tragedy. 
IL Jus Ceſar, a Tragedy. 


Il. The Life and Death of Richard III. With the 
ding of the Earl of Richmond, and the Battle at By- 
Pth-Field, being the laſt between the Houſes of Lan- 
VV 8 be 


IV. The Life and Death of Thomas Lord Co mel, 
o was a Blackſmith's Son of Putney, and brought to 
ourt in the Reign of King Henry VIII, by Ca dinal 
Wiſe, and roſe to be Lord High Chancellor, and was 
[terwards beheaded privately in the Tower, at the Inſti- 


pion of Biſhop Gardiner, on a Charge of High-Treaſon 
| thout being try'd f 5 3 g 


V. The Tempeſt, a Comedy. 


| VI. The Merry Wives of Windſor, with the Humours 
dir John Falſtaff. | | 1 


Ibis Volume is ſold only for two Shillings, which is 
I four Pence each PLAY; and the PLAYS may be 
either ſeparate or together, or bound up in Calf or 
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Sheep, at a very reaſonable Price, Alſo with theſe $i 


very Compleat. 


brated Authors following, viz. 


The Conditions on which the foregoing . Author? 


Letter, and ſuperfine Demy Paper as the Propolals. 
ſhall be puhliſh'd every Monday, i{titched in biue : aper 


Houſes, or any Place they ſhall appoint, if in Town, r 


_ curicuſly engrayen;z with an Account of his Like ant 


_ 


PLAYS, which have a curious Frontiſpiece to cach 5 
given Gratis the Head of .: hakeſpear. work'd in Colour 
and a general 1itle Red and Black, as well as an /\ coun 
of the Life and Vi ritings of the Author, in order to hind 
up in the Front of the Volume, whi:h makes the fam. 

All the t:ngliſh PLAYS, will be printed in Turn, hy 
the ſaid R. al r, Word for Word as they are add, 
and not abridg'd; and collected from the ſeveral cl 


Sha leſpear . D. of Buckingham ad ſc 
Ben. Jobnſon | Panbrugh —_—_— aitet 
Dryden 7285 Southern Rite // 
5 |  Shadw-ll | al 
Cngr eee. Sir Ge rge Etberiche is 
Rowe Qbber OU 
 Addifon Mrs. Behn The 
DO twayr 5 . Phillips Wence t 
Beaumont and Fletcher IWhcherly becu: 
Stee! 5 Landſdowne Þnazine 
Farquhar Chri. Bulicck D hat 
Beclingbam Mrs, Centliuvre, &: ME vice 


hade of 
eir W. 
They 
ould 11 
on't the 
hanser. 
ne fart 
ne of m 
ways p 


b 


| -.--:- PLAYS be Printed, are, 
I. That they ſhall be printed on the ſame beautiſi 


II. That one PLAY compleat, with a Frontiſpiece 


at the Price of Four-pence, and delivered at their ov 


in the Country, within fixty Miles of Londim. ured F 
III. That they ſhall be printed to as ix PLAYS nf Lee 
be bound up in one Volume; and at the end of e Jul [ 
Volume a general i itle in &ed and Black ſhall be gw tturity 
Gratis. e oy | rep thal 
IV. That at the End of the firſt Volume of each All PPreſting 
thor's PLAY > ſhall likewiie be given Gratis, his 1c}""tinua; 


lung m. 
dag e m 


V+ ritings. | * 
| | li "ton, 1 


To the P UB LI CK. 


urs, e . 
1 THEN I firſt attempted this Undertaking, the 
ame Triumvirate (u, Hats and Feals) had the 


lurance to declare, that | was not in a Capacity to 
Warr) on ſuch a Pelign: but when they found that I 
Wd great Encoutagement and was nat one of thole 
Wor Noodles who would b- trigntned by their infolent 
© hreats, they then hat recourte to the ſeveral pitiful 
Ind {-andalous J-.ethods Which J have before expos'd. 

dd (ome I boughts of age iziny the Triumvirate, and 


5 by 
Red, 
cele⸗ 


; hiciteſting thei: able Parts, but being inform'd that 
lite Vatts had thought proper to drop his Colleague, 
ball content my ſeif with infurming you only, that 

dre Wats is the Printer, Tenjcn the | ub.iiner, and Feals the 
MOUTH of the Triumvirate. „ 
Ihe Duumvirate {Toaſin and Feals) have the Impu- 
W-nce to fay they will apply to Parliament tor an Act 
Þ ſecure their Properties: A fine thing irdeed! to 
Pagine that the Parliament will grant them a Property 

Þ what they never were intit.cd; let them take my 

den {Wii for once, that is, to think what il! Uſe they 

Ide of a former Act, hy holding Books at ten times 
Author! eir Worth; Witnels Rymer's Federa, XC, fo 

They have alſo had the Affurance to ſay, that they 

veautiuli@ou'd ſue me for that which they have no Right to, why 

(ale, ont they doit? Here is Ferm come, and. no Bill in 

ntiſpiect han-ery, nor Action at Common Law. But they have 

ue aper ene farther yet, they have vilely endeavour d to ſeduce 
heir ur of my dervarts to inform them of wha: PLAY I am 

Town, Mays printing, by offering him Money, which had its 

= red Effect at the i i ne of my printing the Tragedy 

AYS nal Ibias Lord Cromwell, but ſuch Ratcallity met with 

4 of eac Juſt Deſerts, and the Publ ck took that particular Op- 

1 be giv eurity to thew themleives in my intereſt, (who will 

EP thole monoplizing Creatures Jenſen and beals, f om 
* each A breang the ublick for the future) not only by the 
bis He euance of their Subſcriptions, but likewiſe by pro- 
s Life 0" me many hundreds of new Subteribers, to en- 


Way? me to proceed with the utmoſt Vigour and Re- 


IF 


Tin, which J am determin'd to do. 


Right to what I am re- printing, why do they 
PLAYS, that they may impoſe on ye again their 


I do aſſure ye that I will not comply with any Pry 
ſals made to me, tho' ever ſo advantageous, but x 
liſhing a PLAY a Week, till they are completed, 


N. B. Whatever Miſtakes have happened in my Ply 


If theſe honeſt, rich, and fair-dealing Men have: 
me great Adyantages in Trade to drop Printing | 
2 Shilling each? Or why do they not have recourſe 
Law or Equity, which are both ready to do ſuſti 
have met with ſuch Encouragement, will continue py 


therefore * for the Continuance of your Subler 
tions, by which alone I am enabled to carry on (| 


Tour obliged 
Humble Seryant, 


ROBERT WALKE 


by following Tonſon's incorrect Copies, or othictwi 
ſhall be reRify'd, by reprinting the Leayes, a 
ſending them to the Subſcribers, gratis, | 
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